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1\ONZO THE BRAVE 


AND 


FAIR IMOGINE. 


A BALLAD. 


To which is added, 
A 
DESCRIPTION 
OF & 


BLAUTY AT 
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« ebald me, thou falſe one; behold me] be crica, 
« Remember ALONZO the Brave! 

God grants, that, to punifo thy Falſchood and pride, 

AY Ghiſt at thy Marriage ſrould fit by thy fide, 

Should tax thee with perjury, claim ile as Bride, 
Aud bear thee away to the Grave“ 
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| 4 a Warn:on fo bold and a Virgin fo bright Ils treaſu 
Convers'd, as they ſat on the Green; | Soon 
| They gaz'd on each cther with tender delight! Me dazs!. 
ALoxzo the Prave was the name of the Knight Bc caught 
| The Maid's was the Fair Ixodixx. And 
b 
| II. b 
4 
4 . - ud nNovy | 
| * And, oh!” aid the Youth, “ ſince to-morrow I go © | d now | 


Ther 
he tables 
pr yet hu 
| When 


To ght in a far diſtant Land, 
| Your tears for my abſence ſoon ccaſing to flow, 
Some other will court you, and you will beſtow 


Gn a weailiier ſuitor your hand!“ 

| 

; III. | 

| en ſirſt, 
That: 


„Ob, huſh theſe ſuſpicions,” fair IxooiNx ſaid, 
J. &« Otenſive to Love and to me! 


7 S air was 
ſpoke n 
But ea 


For, if you he living, or if you be dead, 
wear by the Vino, that none, in your flead, 
Shall Huſband of ImociNnes be. 


IV. 


eier 1, by Luſt or by Wealth led aſide, 
Forget my ALoNzo the Brave, 


aw 


op grant, that, to puniſh my falſchood and vride, 
our Ghoſt at the Marriage ray fit by my fide; 
1 Ir tax me with perjury, * me as Bride 


And bear me away to the Grave!” 


| V. 
Tc Paleſtine haſten'd the Hero ſo bold; 
His Love ſhe lamented him ſore.— 
ut, ſcarce had a twelvemonth elaps'd, when, bchol 
Beron, all cover'd with jewels and gold, 
Arriv'd at Fair IM061NE's door! 


VI. 


Bis treaſure, his preſcnts, his ſpacious donratn 
Soon made her. untrue to he 
e dazz1:4 her eyes, he bewilder'd her 
- Cc caught! Ber aflections 


And carried her! 
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rain; 


10 light ang ſo vain-- 
II. 


£0 Pd now had the Marriage been bleit by the Prieſt; 
N 8 
The revelry now was begun; 


he tables they groan'd with the weight of the Fea iſt: 
r yet had the Laughter and 6 nt ce Pd 
When the Bell at the Caſtle toll'd—0NE! 


VIII. 


% 


en firſt, with amazement, Fair 

That a ftranger vras Fes by be r ſide: 
s air was terrific; he utter'd no ſount 
ſpoke not, he mov'd not, he look 


But earneſtly gaz 4 on the Brid: 
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IX. 


Li: vizor vrus closd, and gigantic his height; 
His armour was ſable to view:;— 
All pleafure and laughter were huſtd at his ſight; 


4 he dogs, as they ey'd him, drew back in affright; 
The lights in the chamber burn'd bluc! f 
X. 5 
His preſence all boſoms appcar'd to diſmay; 4 
The gueſts ſat in ſilence and fear; : 
At length ſpoke the Bride, while ſhe trembVd,— I prag 
Sir Knight, that your helmet aſide you would lay, F 
And deign. to partake of our cheer Þ ; 
ö 


XI. 
The Lady is fileat; the Stranger complies; 
Elis vizor he ſlowly unclos'd ;— 
Oh, God! what a ſight met fair ImoGiNne's cycs! 
What words can expreſs her diſmay and ſurpriſe, 


When a Ekcleton's Head was expos'd! 
XII. 
I preſent then utter'd a terrified ſhout, 
All turn'd with difguſt from the ſcene; 
The worms they crept in, and the worms they crept ou 
And ſported his eyes and his temples about, 


Wunde the Spectre addreſs d 1222 G1NEK j— 
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XIII. 


& Zchold me, thou falſe one; behold me! he cried; 
Remember ALo0Nn79 the Brave! 

Gop grants, that, to paniſh thy Falſebecd and pride, 

Terr Cit at thy marriage ſeoul1 fit by thy fade, 

Soul tax thee wvith perjury, lain thee as Bridey 


ui car thee away td ihe Grave! 


n 


e 
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"Thus ſaying, his arms round the Lady he wound, 
£ While loudly ſhe ſhrick'd in diſmay; 


Then ſunk with his prey thro' the wide-yawnitig ground! 
704 Nor ever again was fair IMOGINE found, 
65 Or the Spectre who bore her away. 
; XV. 
I prag 
| | Not Jong liv'd the Baron; and none ſince that time 
? To inhabit the Caltle preſume; 
| | For Chronicles tell, that, by order ſublime, 
| | Ihere IMoGINE ſuffers the pain of her crime, 
; And mourns her. deplorable doom. 
; 
; At midnight four times in each year does her Spright, 
/ hen mortals in ſlumber are bound, 
Array'd in her bridal apparel of white, 
| Appear in the hall with the Skeleton Knight, 
ö And ſhrick as he whirls her around! 
Pt 01 1 


4 XVII. 


While they drink out of ſkulls newly torn from the grave, 
1, : Dancing round them the Spectres are ſeen: 

Their liquor is blood, and this horrible ſtave 

They howl-—< To the Health of Alonzo the Brave, 
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And his Couſort, the Falle IuxOG INT! 
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I, 


ö O GE ORGE. - Ve bec , 4 ly tel: You Where, 


\ 


But pre are yourſelf for rantures; 


e * 1 — 
To paint this cha rm:ng, heavenly ſair, 


And print her well, would aſt whole chapters. 


il. 


* > 
view > many a one, 
e y + 2 3 FE 
With lovely ſhapes and angel faces; 


7 - » » 7 — 278 7 | —% = * 
but 1 have them all cut done. 


Fine creatures ! 
| 


| Lords, Commoners, alike ſhe rules, 

| Takes all he view her by ſurnriſe, 

| Makes e'en the wiſeſt look like fools, 

Sh Nay more, makes lox-hunters look wilc, 


| | IV. 


1 


| Her Thane--- tis clegance and eaſe, 


Uni! a by art, or modern dreſs, 
| But gently't:perivy by d. grees, 
And finely, “ bouutituliy 1-53,” 
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Her foot —it was ſo wonderous ſmall, 
So thin, fo round, fo ſlim, fo neat, 
The buckle fairly hid it all, 
And ſcem'd to fink it with the weight, 
12 ® 
And juſt above the ſpengled ſhoe, 
Where many an eye did often glance, 


Swe-tly retiring irom the view, 
And ſeen by ſtealth, and ſeen by chance; 


VII. 


Two ſender ankles p:2ping out, 

Stood like Love's heralds, to declare 
That all Within the pecticoat, 

Was firm, and full, “ and round, and fair,” 


VIII. 


And then The dances— better far 
Ian heart can think, or tongue can tell 
Not Heinel, Bauti, or Guimar, 


E'er mov'd ſo gracetul, aud io weil, 
IX. 


So eaſy glide her beautcous limbs, 
T. ue as the echo to the ſound, 

She ſecnis, as through t!.c dance the ſkims, 
To tread on air, and ſcorn the ground. 


X 
An' there is lightning in her eve, 
Oue glance alone might well inſpire 


PFle clay-culd breaſt of apathy, 
Or hid the frozen heart catch fire. 
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\ 

| And Zephyr on her lovely lips 

| Has ſpread his choiceſt, ſweeteſt roſcs; 
And there his hcavenly nectar ſips, 

| And there in breathing ſweets repoſcs. 
| 


X11. 


And there's ſuch muſic when ſhe ſpeaks, 
You may believe me, when I tell ye, 
Id rather hear her than the ſqueaks 


| Or far-fam'd ſqualls of Gabriclli. 
| XII.. f 
| | And ſparkling wit, and ſteady ſenſe, | 1 
| In that fair form with beauty vie; 4 A 
But ting'd with virgin diffidence, 1 
| And the ſoft bluſh of modeſty. L. 
My 
| XIV, 10 
Had I the treaſures of the world, 4 He \ 
Allne fun views, or the ſeas borrow, 1 14 
# Elſe may 1 to the devil be hurl'd) Pat 
| I'd lay them at her feet to-morrow. it 
| BED 3 Wit 
| y Bs 
Put as we Bards-reap 01.1y Bays, | The 
Nor much of that, though nought grows on it; E 
A'll beat my brains to ſound her praiſe, 6 And 
And hammer them into a ſonnet: 3 
To g 
XVI. | 3 
And if ihe deign- one charming mile, 149 1 
The bleſt reward of all my labours; N 46 
n never grudge my pains, or toil, But k 
But pity the dull 'Squiresz my neighbours. Be 
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5 Ar break of day, with frightful dreams 
Lenora ſtruggled fore : 
My William, art thou ſlain, faid ſhe, 
Or doſt thou love no more? 


+ le went abroad with Richard's hoſt, 
The Paynim foes to quell; 
Put he no word to her had wrote, 
{ It he were ſick or well. 
With ſound of trump, and beat of drum, 
His fellow-ſoldiers come; 
Their helms bedeck'd with vaken koughs, 
They ſeck their long'd-for home. 
4 And ev'ry road and cvTy lane 
Was full of old and young, 
Io gaze at the rcioicing band, 
Io hail with gladſome tongue. 


„ Thank God!“ their wives and children ſaid, 
e Welcome!“ the brides did ſay: 

But greet or kiſs Lenora gave 
To none upon that dav, 
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She ↄſkꝰd of all the paſſing train, 
For him ſhe wiſh'd to ſce: 

But none of all the paſſing train 
Could tell if lived he. 

And when the ſoldiers all were by, 
She tore her raven hair. 

And caſt herſcli upon the ground 
In furious deſpair. 

[cr mother ran and lift her up, 
And claſped in her arm, 

44 J. Iy child, my child, what doſt thou ail? 
G0 d ſhield thy lite from harm!“ 


40 mother, mother! William's gonc! 
What's all beſide to me? 
There is no mercy, ſure, above! 
All, all were ſpar'd but he! 
&« Knecl down, thy Paternoſter ſav, 
„ Twill calm thy troubled ſp'rit: 
The Lord is wiſe, the Lord is cood; 
What he hath done is right.“ 


“o O mother, mother! ſay not ſo; 
Moſt cruchis my me 
I pray'd, and pray'd ; but what avail'd ? 


"j'is now, alas! 0 late.“ 


& Our IIcavenly Father, if we pray, 
Will help a ſuff'ring cluld: | 
Co take the holy ſacrament ; 
8o ſhall thy grief grow mild.“ 
C mother, what I feel within, 
No !acrament can ſtay ; 
No ſacrament can teach the dead 
Jo bear the fight ef day. 


& May be, among the heat then folk 
Tax Winn falle Goth pores 
And puts away his faith and treth, 


423 es another love. 
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1; Then wherefore ſorrow for his loſs ? 
Thy moans are all in vain: 
And when his foul and body part, 
| His falſchood brings him pain.“ 
16 © O mother, mother! gone is gone: 
My hope is all forlorn; 
The grave my only ſafeguard i 
O, had I nc'er been born! 
| 17 Go out, go out, my lamp of life; 
In griſiy darknets die: 
There is no mercy, ſure, above! 
| For ever let me dic.“ 
18 « Almighty God! O do not judge 
My poor unhappy child ; 
She knows not what her lips pronounce, 
a Her anguith makes her wild. 


ail? 


19 My girl, forget thine earthly wo, 
And think on God and bliſs; 
; For fo, at leaſt, ſhall not thy ſoul 
Its heavenly bridegroom mils.” 
« O mother, mother ! what is bliſs, 
And what the fiendis cell? 
Wich him 'tis heaven any where, 
Without my William, hell. 


f 


21 Go out, go out, my lamp of life; 
In endlels darkneſs die: 
Without him I muſt loath the earth, 
Without him ſcorn the fity.” 
24 And fo deſpair did rave and rage 
| Athwert her bolling veins; 
| Againſt the Providence of Heav'n 
4 She hurl'd ker impious trains, 
24 She beat her breaſt, and wrung her hands, 
And roll'd her tearleſs eye, 
. From riſc of morn, till the pale ſtars 
Aga. did freck the fly. 
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24 When hark! abroad ſhe heard the tramp 
Of nimble-hooted ſteed; 
She heard a knight with clank alight, 
And climb the flair in ſpeed. 
25 And ſoon ſhe heard a tinkling hand, 
That tu irled at the pin; 
And thro” her door, that open'd not, 
Theſe words were breathed in. 
26 * What ho! what ho! thy door undo; 
Art watching or aſleep ? 
My love, doſt yet remember me, 
And doſt thou laugh or weep ?”? 


27 © Ah! William, here ſo late at night! 
Oh! I have watch'd and wak'd: 
Whence doſt thou come? For thy return 
My heart hath forely ach'd.“ 
28 At midnight only we may ride; 
I come o'er land and ſea: 
I mounted late, but ſoon I go; 
Ariſe, and come with me.“ 


29 « O! William, enter firſt my bow'r, 
And give me one embrace: 
The blaſts athwart the hawthorn hiſs ; 
Await a little ſpace.” 
30 „ The blaſts athwart the hawthorn hiſs, 
] may not harbour here; 
My ſpur is ſnarp, my courſer paws, 
My kour of flight is near. 
31 All as thou licſt upon thy couch, 
Ariſe, and mount behind; 
To- night we'll ride a thouſand miles, 
The bridal bed to find.“ 
22 « How! ride te-night a thouſand miles? 
Thy love thou doſt bemeck: 
Eleven is the ſtroke that flill 
Rings cn within the clock,” 


"Pp 


ſs, 


s 2 


3 


33 © Look up; the moon is bright, and we 
Cutſtride the earthly men: 
T'll take thee to the bridal bed, 
And night ſhall end but then.” 


34 And where is then thy houſe and home; 
And whiere thy bridal bed?“ 
6% Tis narrow, ſilent, chilly, dark; 
Far hence I reſt my head.“ 
35 © And is there any room for me, 
Wherein that I may creep?“ 
6 'There's room enough for thee and me, 
Wherein that we may ſleep. 
36 Allas thou lieſt upon thy couch, 
Ariſe, no longer ſtop ; 
The wedding gueſts thy coming wait, 
The chamber door is ope.“ 
37 All in her ſark, as there ſhe lay, 
Upon his horſe ſhe ſprung ; 
And with her lily hands ſo pale 
About her William clung. 
83 And hurry- curry forth they go, 
| Unhecding wet or dry; 
And horſe and rider ſnort and blow, 
And ſparkling pebbles fly. 


39 How ſwift the flood, the mead, the wood, 


Aright, aleft, are gone ! 
The bridges thunder as they pals, 
But earthly found is none. 
4 Tramp, tramp, :crofs the land they ſpeed ; 
Splaſh, ſplaſh, acrols the tea :; 
“% Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace; 
Doſt fear to ride with me ? 
at The moon is bright, and blue the night 


F 


7 Doſt quake the hlaſt to ſtem? 


. * 
Doſt ſnudder, maid, to ſcek the dead!“ 
« No, no, but what of then? 
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42 Ilow glumly ſounds yon dirgy ſong ! 
Night-ravens flap the wing. 
What knell doth ſlowly toll ding-dong ? 
The pfalms of death who ſing ? 
43 It creeps, the fwarthy funeral train, 
The corle is on the bier; 
Like croak of toads from lonely muirs, 
The chaunt doth meet the car.“ 


44 © Go bear her corſe when midnight's vaſt, 


With ſong, and tear, and wail ; 
I've got my wife, I take her home, 
My hour of wedlock hail. 


45 Lead forth, O clerk, the chaunting quire, 
To [well our nuptial fong : 
Come, prieſt, and read the bleſſing ſoon ; 
For bed, for bed, we long.” 


36 They heed his call, and huſn'd the ſound ; 
The bier was ſeen no more; 
And follow'd him o'er ficld and flood 
Yet faſter than before. 


47 Halloo! halloo ! away they go, 
Unheeding wet or dry; 
And herſe and rider jnort and blow, 
And ſparkling pebbles fly. 


48 How ſwift the hill, how ſwift the dale, 
Aright, aleft are gone ! 
By hedge and tree, by thorp and town, 
They gallop, gallop on. 
49 Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeed ; 
Splaſh, ſplath, acroſs the ſea : 
& Hurrah! the dead can ride apace; 
oft fear to ride with me? 
30 Look up, look up, an airy crew 
In roundel dances reel: 
Ihe moon is bright, and blue the night, 
kay '| dumly ice them wheel, 
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51 Come to, come to, ye ghoſtly crew, 
Come to, and follow me, 
And dance for us the wedding dance, 


When we in bed ſhall be.“ 


| $2 And bruſh, bruſh, bruſh, the ghoſily crew 
Come wheeling o'er their keads, 
All ruſtling like the wither'd leaves 


That wide the whirlwind ſpreads. 


53 Halloo! halloo! away they go, 
Unheeding wet or dry ; 
And horſe and rider fnort and blow, 


And ſparkling pebbles fly. 


34 And all that in the moon-ſhine lay, 
Behind them fled afar ; 


And backward ſcudded over head, 
The ſky and every ſtar. 


35 Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeed, 
Splaſh, ſplaſh, acroſs the tea: 
« [lurrah ! the dead can ride apace ; 
Doft fear to ride with me? 
30 I ween the cock prepares to crow; 
The fand will foon be run : 
I fnuff the early morning air; 
own, down ! our work is done. 
$7 The dead, the dead can ride apace ; 
Our wed-bed here is fit: 
Our race is rode, our journey o'er, 
Our endleſs union knit.“ 
$3 And lo! an iron-grated gate 
Soon bencens to their view : 
He crack'd bis whin ; the clanging bolts, 
[2 The doors aſunder flew. 
1 9 They pais, and *rwas on graves they trod: 
| „% Jis hither we are bound: 
4 And Naw a tonh-Ionc ghoſtly wlilte 
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Co And when he from his ſteed alight, 
His armcur, black as cinder, 
Did moulder, moulder all away, 
As were it made of tinder. 
61 His head became a naked ſkull ; 
No hair nor een had he: 
Ilis body grew a ſkeleton, 
Ere while fo blych to ſee. 
62 And at his dry and bonny heel 
INo ſpur was left to be; 
And in his wither'd hand you might 
The ſcythe and hour-glals ſee. 
63 And lo! his ftced did thin to ſmoke, 
And charnal-fres outbreath ; 
And pal'd, and bleach'd, then vaniſh'd quite 
The maid from underneath. | 


64 And hollow howlings hung in air, 
And ſhrieks from vaults aroſe. 1 
Then knew the maid ſhe might no more 
Her living eyes uncloſe. 
65 But onward to the judgment-leat, 
Thro' miſt and mcon-light drear, 
The ghoſtly crew their flight purſue, 
And hollow in her car;— 
66 © Be patient, the' thine heart ould break, 
Arraipn net Heav' n's decree; 
Thou now art of thy body reſt, 
4ly ſort fergiven C 
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BAD COMPANY, 


OR 


THE RNAMCT 5 


To which are added, 
THE NEGRO BO, 
AND 


THE SHORT GREAT-COAT. 
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Let vikers, wwith poetic fire, 

In reptures fraiſe the tuneful cur, 

Toe Lianct, Chaſjinch, Gulifinch, Trug, 
And every wwarbler of the buſ$; 

T firg the AMimic Magpye s fame, 


, e Ge ey ONLY | 22 | 
{na Ticker cage Troll fed and tune. 
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” BAD COMPANY, 
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Lur others, with poctic fire, 
In raptures praiſe the tuneful choir, 


The Linnet, Chaffinch, Goldfinch, Thruſh, 


And every waurble: of the buſh; 
I ſing the Mimic Magpye's fame, 
In wicker cage well fed and tame. 


In Flcet-ſtrect dweit in days of yorc 

A jolly tradeſman nam'd Tom Moore. 

zen'rous and open as the day, 
But paſſionately ſond of play, 
No ſounds to him ſuch ſvreets afford 
As dice-box rattling o'er the board; 
Bewitching hazerd is the game 
or wliich he forfeits health and fame, 


In baſtet priſon hung on high, 
With dappled coat and watchful eye, 
A fev'rite Moopye ſæes the play, 
And mimics ev'ry word they ſay, 


PU A nh Saget 5 8 _—— 
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Lot a7 boww be nicks ts, Tom Moore Cric>, 
Lord! bow he nicks us, Tag replies; 
Jom throws, and eyes che glitt“ ing tory 
And as he throws elm Tom More“ 


ee the mim bir. replle - 


Tom. 17 
—>—? . . my £ 
The afomſn'd gameſters life their eyes, 
And wond'ring ſtare and look around, 


S Sue 


As Jdoubtiul whence procceds the ſound. 


This diſſipative life of courſe 
Soon bronght poor Tom from bad to Worſc; 
Nor prayers nor promiſes prevail 
Fo keep him from a dreary jail, 


nd OW berwee; 1 each heart 12 >It il; rm 
Tom oft exclamns Bad Company ! 
4? cgooar Ma- 7 who Mar: 88 his maſter 8 fate, 


Lcla inis! {OM out his 201 274. & 


Bad company! Bad company!“ 

nen vienes poor Ter with curious eye, 
And cheers his maſter's wretched hours 
By this diſplay of mimic pow ers. 

ih imprifoned bird, tho' much careſs'd, 
Is 1c] by anxious cares oppreſe'd, 

In itience mourns its cruel fate, 

And oft explores his priſea-gatz. 


Obſerve, thro” life you'll always fiad 
A {cilow feeling makes us kind. 
So Tom reſolves immediately 
= To give poor Mag his liberty; 
Then opes his cage, and with a ſigh 
Takes one ſond look and lets him fly 


— 


— — 
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Loks round to ſind a place of reſt; 


* 
: 2 ® * 4a" 7 3 © Fr 
To Temple Gardens wings his way, 


* *Y J 9 * — + © . - 
here perches on a neichbcuring ſpray. 
2 * Py * 


* 8 A 1 4 7 5 * 
Ine Gardiner now with buſy care 


* 
* 1 12 8 % 1 ? 1 * „ p - p — 5 
curious Iced for gras prepares, 


Let, ſpite of all 158 toil and 20 


! * hung +3 b. ir ds GE Our the g ral. 


A curious net he does prepare, 
ud lightly ſpreads tie wily inarc; 
ic fcather'd plunderers come in view. 
Ana ſing ſoon jains the thick if Crete. 
The watchint Gard'ner now ſtands be, 
dans nintbie hand and wary eye; 

'he birds be: Zin their ſtoln repaſt, 


F 


The flying net ſccures them fair. 
„o ; 1. 1 
The vengeful clown, now ſill'd with ige, 

* * LY * . 

Docs to a naighbouring ſhed retire, 


e Ht ſcenr'd the doors 


— 3d *% La a 4+ . 


= e e. 8, next the not explores. 


Now, ia revenge for plunder'd ſeed, 
Each felon he reſvives ſha!! bleed, 
*thea twiſts their little necks around, 


And caſts them breathleſs on the ground. 


Ig, who with man was us'd to herd, 


Enew ſomething more than common bird; 


tlc therefore watch'd viith anxicus care, 
Ard ſtipt himſeiſ from out the {i.ac;, 


— 
\y 
— 


2 18 5 
hen, perett'd on rail remote from ground, 
4 


Ohſerves kew deaths are dealt around. 
Lord! Le Ve nicks us, Maggy cries; 


The aſtoniſnh'd Gard'ner lifts his eyes, 


* " * 
With ſault'ring voice and panting breath 


wh. 
- 
4 


* J35 "®> 


? ” £ S 7 . * /> . — # ! 5 * 1 
Peclinns, © Who's there? — All itill as death. 
Sr 2 1 *,% Js Is > e r _— 

His u! 1 I C5 \\ OTK H 0: 8 rel unte, 

\ : [2 ! 4 LS. 3 hk * YO * 

Ana calts his eye around the room 

$ YO } n — > _ 1 3 0 - 4- 

ith caution, and at length dogs ipy 


The 2forpye perch'd on nail jo hign! 


av 


& i} » — _ ; c * "= 1» + 1 % 1 
Ihe WCnd ring clown, from what he heard, 
2 3 ” 5 3 85 * L ** * K 4 0 3 I” 
Believes him lomething more an rd, 


N 1 nee k $9, 5-9 © 
With fear np: S d does NOW. retreat 
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21 opening E101 the hov: SB 
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1 F . © Sn 'Y ' Ay 3 " 114) 
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«3 
And runs away with all his might; 


. „ 
And a 8 115 runs, Inprets 1 * ith dr cad, 
n . . i 33 
Exclun ns... Th 2 Devil s {1 the focd! 


The wond'rous tale a Bencher Bears, 
2 ſoothes the man, aud quells his fears, 
ets Mag ſecured in wicker cage 
Once more to ſpend his little rage: 
In Temple Hull now hung on high, 
May oft exclains—" Bad company, 
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THE NEGRO BO. 


— — . ——— - 


I. 
Is Afric's ſultry wide domains, 
Heaven's kindeſt gifts did J enjoy; 
And liv'd amidſt my native plains, 


A ſurple, happy, negro boy. 


II. 


ro chaſe the tyrants of the woods, 


That dar'd car flocks and herds annoy ; 
Or dive beneath the ſilver floods, 


. 9 
Amus'd the happy Negro boy. 


III. 
Put pleaſure ſoon was changed to pain, 
(What prcaſure is without alloy?) 
For ſoon acroſs the ftormy main, 
Was ſorc'd the wretch'd negro boy 
IV. 
TW inkuman whites, for crue! ends, 
My haplets kindred did decoy; 
And midſt his weeping, captive friends, 


[ 
They chain'd the wretched negro boy. 


* 
To India (doom'd to flav'ry) ſent, 
One bought me into his emplay; 


And with him on the feas I went. 
A poor afflicted negro hov. 
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VI. 


A wreck our ſhip became at laſt, 
The waves cach ſcaman did deſtroy ; 
vnd on your ſhores alone was caſt, 


The poor afflicted negro boy. 


VII. 


Now here condemn'd by fate to roam, 


His breaſt eſtrang' d from every joy; 


jc 
No ſoothing friend—no ſhelt'ring home, 
O! pity the poor negro boy. 


VIII. 


} emember life is but a dream, 
And happinet: a glitt'ring toy; 
Ind you that now ſo happy ſeem, 
* May ſoon be like the negro boy.— 


EN — PO 


' THE SHORT GREAT-COAT. 


—— —— tC — —L— 
I. 
Mr Coat, you ſay, .is threadbare grown, 
Which may, perhaps, be true: 
But caſt an eye upon your own, 
| For that is threadbare too. 


Jour Coat is ſnabby but much leſs 
Than that in which I'm clad; 
pr half a coat, 1 muſt confeſs, 


1 Can be but half as bad, 


4 


($8) 
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1 A $hort Great Coat what man of taſte 
Would c'er ſubmit to wear, 
That clings fo cloſe about the waiſt, 
And leaves the rump half bare ? PA 


| 

| IV. 

| 

| Why is the uſual order chang'd? 
Why thus your waiſtcoat hung 


% 


» Y 
Ul, 


About your coat? Things thus derang 
Your head mult ſure be wrong. 


— — —— 


| V. 


FE While thus you trudge along the Rreet 


: 
' Y , 
| Expoſing your poſteriors, 
| You raiſe the ſaeers of all you meet, 


The jeſt of your interiors. 
| VI. 
$70.8 Who but mult laugh, long fcirts to ſec 


ſ Beneath, without a meaning, 
Hang bonglipg down below the knee, 


— ——— ——;5—ẽ—td 
ws 


| 
[| Lie rags hung out for cleaning? 


\ VII. 

| Yeu'll ſey, perhaps, it is the faſhion, 
| Aud proper for the ſcaſon— 
Ah! money is your ruling paſſion, 
1 And that's your only reaſon. 


3 


| VIII. 

| , ELence, hughable, you ſkip about, 

Disſigur'd in your droll coat; 

Yor half a coat, you'll grant no doubt, : 4 
Comes chezpper than a Whole coat! : 
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THE LASS OF FAIR WONE. 


T. 
Breit the parſon's bower of yew 
Why ſtrays a troubled ſpright, 
That peaks and pines, and dimly ſhines 
Thro' curtains of the night? 
II. 
Why ſteals along the pond of toads 
A gliding fire ſo blue, 


That lights a ſpot where grows no graſs, 


Where falls no rain nor dew? 
III. 
The parſon's daughter once was good, 
And gentle as a dove, 
And young and fair, —and many came 
To win the damſcl's love. 
IV. 
High o'er the hamlet, from the hill, 
Beyond the winding ſtream, 
The windows of a ſtately houſe 
In ſheen of evening gleam. 
V. 
There dwelt, in riot, rout, and roar, 
A lord fo frank and ſree; 
That oft, with inward joy of heart, 
The maid bcheld his glee. 


NE. 


es 


d, 
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VI. 
Whether he met the Cawning day, 
In hunting trim ſo fine, 
Or tapers, ſparkling from his hall, 
Beſhone the midnight wine. 
VII. 
He ſent the maid his picture, girt 
With diamond, pearl, and gold; 
And ſilken paper, ſweet with muſk, 
This gentle meilage told: 
VIII. 
« Let go thy ſweethearts, one and all; 
&« Shalt thou be baſcly woo'd, 
« That worthy art to gain the heart 
« Of youths of noble blood? 
IX. 
« The tale I would to thee bewray, 
&« Tn ſecret muſt be ſaid: 
« At midnight hour Fll ſeek thy bower, 
« Fair laſs, be not afraid. 


X. 


And when the amorous nightingale 


Sings fweet!y to his mate, 
& I' pipe my quail-cail from the field; 
“Be kind, nor make me wait.“ 


XI. 


In cap and mantle clad he came, 


At night, with lonely tread; 
Unſeen, and ſilent as a miſt, 
And huſt'd the dogs with bread, 
XII. 


And when the amorous nightingale 


Sung ſweetly to his mate, 


F She heard his quail-call in the field, 


And, ah! nc'er made him wait, 


r 


— 
—— — — ng 
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XIII. 
The words he whiſper'd were ſo ſoſt, 
They won her ear and heart: 
How toon will ſhe, who loves, believe! 
ilow deep a lover's art! 
XIV. 
No lure, no ſoothing guiſe, he ſpar'd, 
To baniſh virtuous ſhame; 
Ie cail'd on holy Got above, 
As witneſs to his lame. 
RV. 
II claſy'd her to his breaſt, and ſwore 
To be for ever true: 
O yield thee to my wiſhful arms, 
« Thy choice thou ſhalt not rue. 
XVI. 
Ard while ſhe ſtrove, he Crew her on, 
And led her to the bower 
Co £11), fo dim—and round about 
Sweet ſmell'd the beans in flower. 


XVII. 


There beat her heart, and heav'd her breaſt, 


And pleaded every ſenſe: 

Aud there the glowing breath of luſt 
Did blaſt her innocence. 
| XVIII. 

But when the fragrant beans began 
Their fallow blooms to ſhed, 

ler ſparkling cyes their luſtre loſt; 
Her check, its roſes fled; 

XIX. 

And when ſhe ſaw the pods increaſe, 
The ruddier cherries ſtain, 

She felt her ſilken robe grow tight, 
ler wailt new weight ſuſtain. 


iy 


4 brea its | 
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XX. 
And when the mowers went aſield, 
The yellow corn to ted, 
She felt ker burden flir within, 
And ſnook with tender dread, 
XXI. 
And when the winds of autumn iſt 
Alcng the ſtuhhle field; 
Then could the damſel's piteous plight 
No longer be conceal'd 
XXII. 
Her fire, a harſh and angry man, 
With furious voice revil'd: 
&« Hence {rom my ſight! I'll none of thee 
& T harbour not thy child.“ 
XXIII. 
And faſt, amid her fluttering hair, 
With clenched fiſt he gripes, 


And ſeiz'd a leathern thong, and laſh'd 


Her fide with founding ſtripes. 
XXIV. 
ler lily fin, fo ſoft and white, 
He ribb'd with bloody wales; 
And thruſt her out, tho' black the night, 
Tho? fleet and ſtorm aſſails. 
XXY, 
Vp the harſu rock, on flinty paths, 
The maiden had to roam; 
On tottering feet ſhe grop'd her way, 
And ſought her lover's home. 
XXVI. 
* A mother thou haſt made of me, 
„ Before thou mad'ſt a wife: 
„For this, upon my tender breaſt, 
“ Theſe livid ſtripes are rite; 
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XIII. 
The words he whiiper'd were ſo ſoit, 
They won her ear and heart: 
How tocn will ſhe, who loves, believe! 
ilow deep a lover's art! 
XIV. 
No lure, no ſoothing guiſe, lie ſpar'd, 
To baniſh virtuous ſhame; 
Ie call'd on holy God above, 
As witneſs to his flame. 
XV. 
I claſp'd her to his breaſt, and ſwore 
To be for ever true: 
O vield thee to my wiſhful arms, 
« Thy choice thou ſhalt not rue,” 
XVI. 
And while ſhe ſtrove, he Crew her on, 
And led her to the bower 6 
Co $111), fo dim— and round about 
Sweet ſmell'd the beans in flower. 
XVII. 
There beat her heart, and heav'd her breaſt, 
And pleaded every ſenſe: | 
Aud there the glowing breath of luſt 
Did blaſt her innocence. 
| XVIII. 
But when the fragrant beans began 
Their fallow blooms to ſhed, 
ler ſparkling cyes their luſtre loſt; 
Her check, its roſes fled; 
XIX. 
And when ſhe faw the pods increaſe, 
The ruddier cherries ſtain, 
She felt her filken robe grow tight, 
ler waiſt new weight ſuſtain, 
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And when the mowers went aſield, 
The yellow corn to ted, 
She felt ker burden flir within, 
And ſnook with tender dread, 
XXI. 
And when the winds of autumn liſt 
Along the ſtulble field; 
Then could the damſcl's piteous pliglit 
No longer be conceal'd 
XXII. 
Her fire, a harſh and angry man, 
With furious voice revil'd: 
&« THence {rom my ſight! Ill none of thee 
& T harbour not thy child.“ 
XXIII. 
And faſt, amid her fluttering hair, 
With clenched fiſt he gripes, 
And ſciz'd a lcathern thong, and laſh'd 
Her fide with founding ſtripes. 


IIcr lily fin, fo ſoft and white, 


He ribb'd with bloody wales; 
And thruſt her out, tho' black the night, 
Tho? fleet and ſtorm aſlails. 
XXY, 
Up the karſt rock, on flinty paths, 
The maiden had to roam; 
On tottering feet ſhe grop'd her way, 
And ſought her lover's home. 
XXVI. 
* A mother thou haſt made of me, 
« Before thou mad'ſt a wife: 


For this, upon my tender breaſt, 
| « Theſe livid ſtripes are rite; 


(03 
XXVII. 
ce Behold.“ And then, with bitter ſobs, 
She ſunk upon the floor 
cc Make good the evil thou haſt wrought; 
« My injur'd name reſtore.” 
XXVIII. 
Poor ſoul; I'll have thee hous'd and nurs'd; 
« Thy terrors I lament. 
Stay here; we'll have ſome further talk 
The old one ſhall repent',— 
XXIX. 
cc J have no time to reſt and wait; 
« That ſaves not my good name: 
c Tf thou with honeſt ſoul haſt ſworn 
« O leave me not to ſhame; 
XXX. 
« But at the holy altar be 
6“ ur union ſanctiſied; 
& Before the people and the prieſt 
& Receive me for thy bride,” 
XXXI. 
6 Unequal matches muſt not blot 
The honours of my line; 
c Art thou of wealth or rank for me, 
To harbour thee as mine? 
XXXII. 
£ What's fit and fair I'll do for thee; 
© Shalt yet retain my love 
© Shalt wed my huntſman—and we'll they 
Our former tranſports prove,” 
XXXIII. 
& Thy wicked ſoul, hard-hearted man, 
& May pangs in hell await! 
& Sure, if not ſuited for thy bride, 
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6« I was not for thy mate, 


ſobs, 


ught; 


d nurs'd; 


talk 
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« Go, ſeek a ſpouſe of nobler blood 
Nor God's juſt judgments dread— 

« So ſhall, ere long, ſome baſe- born wretch 
« Defile thy marriage bed.— 


Then, traitor, feel how wretched they 
“In hopeleſs ſhame immerſt; 

& Then ſmite thy forehead on the wall 
« While horrid curſes burſt. 


« Roll thy dry eyes in wild deſpair— 
« Unſooth'd thy grinning wo: 

“ Thro' thy pale temples fire the ball, 

„And fink to fiends below.” 


Collected, then, ſhe ſtarted up, 
And, thro” the hiſſing fleet, 

Thro' thorn and brier, thro” flood and mire, 

> She fled with bleeding feet, 

XXX VIII. 

„Where now,” ſhe cry'd, “my gracious God! 
What refuge have I left?“ 

And reach'd the garden of her home, 
Of hope in man bereft. 


On hand and foot ſhe feebly crawl'd 
Beneath the bower unbleſt; 


Where withering leaves and gathering ſnow 
Prepar'd her only reſt. 


There rending pains and darting throes 
Aſſail'd her ſhuddering frame; 


F And from her womb a lovely boy, 


With wail and weeping came. 
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XLI. 
Forth from her hair a ſilver pin 
With haſty hand ſhe drew, 
And preſt againſt its tender heart, 
And the ſweet babe ſhe flew. 
XLII. 
Whene'er the act of blood was done 
Her foul its guilt abhorr'd: 
%% My Jeſus! what has been my deed? 
« Have mercy on me, Lord!” 
 XLUL 
With bloody nails, beiide the pond, 
Its ſhallow grave ſhe tore: 


& There reſt in God; there ſhame and want 


Thou can'ſt not ſuffer more: 
XLIV. 


& Me vengeance waits. My poor, poor chili 


« Thy wound ſhall bleed afreſh, 
& When ravens from the gallows tear 


“ Thy mother's mould'ring fleſh.“ — 


| XLV. 
Hard by the bower her gibbet ſtands: 
Her ſkull is ſtill to ſhow; 
It ſeems to eye the barren grave, 
Three ſpans in length below. 
XLVI, 
That is the ſpot where grows no graſs; 
Where falls no ram nor dew: 
Whence ficals along the pond of toads 
A hovering ire ſo blue. 
XLVII. 
And nightly, when the ravens come, 
Her ghoſt is ſcen to glide; 
Purſues and tries to quench the flame, 
And pincs the pool beſide, 
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NEW-YEARS DAY: 


A POEM. 


» Nature's chang'd frac warm and green, 

To blirty, cauld, and blae, 

| blythly Scotia's bairns conveen 
Le baud their Hogmanae, 


& Muſe, wha loes to cure the ſpleen, 

Now tunes @ beartſome lay, 

| But to ſing what fbe bas ſeen, 

And hail the News-Vear's Day, 

en Priendſkip, Love and Joy their pleaſing ſount; 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tus deſign of the following Verſes is to 
ſcribe the manner in which the Feſtival of N. 
YEaR's DAY is generally held throughout 5K 


land. E Mufe 


Which of | 
THe univerſal joy exhibited at the recurreſhid lend 1 
of this period, pervades every rank in ſocic 
but more eſpecially the lower orders, who |: 


no other general Feſtival in the year. 
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NEW-YEAR'S DAY: 


A POEM. 
CCI tree 
to 
f Nt 
ut 5c I. 


E Mufes nine, O come and ſee 
Ich o' ye a' will cleek wi” me, 
Mad lend me wings that I may flee, 
| And mak a fraiſe, 
r a' the poets tell how ye 

Inſpire their lays. 


II. 
Lo ſing in hamely ſtyle, O teach me, 
d tak nac prigging, I beſeech ye, 
t let my invitation reach ye, 
Frae midſt the thrang, 
or troth 1 canna thole to fleetch ye 
| Wi' buſked ſang. 


| III. 
Jith your aſſiſtance I'ſe begin 
© tell how the New Year comes in, 
N [ith ſic a fough and ſic a din 
N O' clinkan ſtoups, 
„d bodies gaun to ſee their kin 
I Get monic coups. 


[ 
, 
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IV. 
At twal at e' en on Hegmanas, 
Sce how impatient with delay, 
The drowſy Firſt. ft + grapes his way, 


Syne wi' a roar, 


He lang before the ſcreech o' day 


Thumps at your dogr, 


V. 
Baith hands are fu', gude luck to ſhaw, 
HET-PINTS + and Bread and Cheeſe and a? 
Wi' dauds o' CURRAN-BUNS to gnaw, 
He thus cries to them, 
& A gude New Year unto ye a', 
And monie o' them.“ 


VI. 
To the bed-ſtock, wi' glaſſes fu', 
He gangs and gies them a' a pu': 
Half-ſleeping and half-Waking now, 
They glaum about, 
Till in their hand they get their due, 
Syne coup it out. 


Hogmanae is @ gο derived from a Hebrexu r 


ow little 
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and ſignifies © The Bleſſed Month,“ being the mot aw folks 


in which our Savicur was born, 


+ Firſt-fit is the name given to the perſon who firſt 


ters a houſe on New-Year's Day morning, and is 


mang the 
Wt roaſts x 


d thump; 


ways expected to enter with tokens of plenty, expraſ 


of his good Toiſhes to the family, 


+ A Het-pint ij a pint, Scotch meaſure, of bot B. 
made up to a very polatable taſte, with Spirits, Sug! 
and Eggs, and is commonly brought by the firfl-foot to! 

. bed-fide of theſe be viſits, of which be invites then 


arink liberally, 


an frienc 
met, ane 
d ſhaking 


C83 
VII, 
ow little bairnies rake their ecn, 
Wha dream'd o; NEW*R-DAY fince yeſtreen, 
Ind cry to ha'e their brats a' clean 
To haud the play, 
or toſh and braw they maun be ſeen 
On ſic a day. 


VIII. 
ow rickities and trumpets come, 


a ad a' the ſtreets wi' playocks bum; 
ame play the fiddle, ſome the drum, 
Wi' a' their birr : 
n ſtands are monie a Dutch blawflum, 
And a's aſtir. 
| 1X. 
* hn: t aft as o' er the glaury ſtrawn 
D e tentleſs little anes are gaun, 
hey tumble down, and whan they're faun 
| Folk rin in cluds, 
£d loud they ſcreech whan they look on 
Their dirty duds, 
rev 1% X. 
be nw folks a dreadfu' havoc play 
ang the Curran-Buns a' day; 
wut roaſts and meikle mair they ha'e, 
off Their kytes to fill, 
a4 i Id chumpin' kebbucks whang'd away 
expre/ Like a veaſe-kill. 
bot H. Xl. 
s, $1;Whban friends and neighbours a' about 
foot to Ie met, and drinking clean-cap-out, 
es tha 


d ſhaking hands, O! what a rout 
O' clatt'ring tongues, 


> | 


(03 
And jaws o' whiſky gaun about 
To ſap the lungs, 


XII. 
The working lads a' dreſt like beaus, 
Forget their toils, and cares, and woes ; 
Each for his bonnie partner goes, 
And they fu' ſweet, 
Impatient wait their tryſted jces, 
And bluſhing meet. 


XIII. 
With canty focial ſpirit all 
Now join the Fiddle and the Ball.— 
The Scots Reel play'd fu” briſk and baul', 
A' muſic dings; 
Nought cheers and elevates the ſaul 
Like Highland Springs, 


XIV. 
O! youngſters, prize the happy hour, 
With youth and love now in your power, 
Unwelcome age your joys will ſour, 
When oh, alas! 
Dim ee'd and frail, yell tott'rin* cour 
Wi' runkled face. 


XV. 
O genuine joy! unbought by pence, 
To thee the poor ha'e maiſt pretence; 
Aft'ner thou dwalls in humble ſpenſe 
Than palace bien, 
War rich folk buy, at great expence 
The dwams o' ſpleen. 


XVI. 


The young anes dance and loup like bucks, 


The auld wives creep ncar angle neuks, 


Lad keeki 


It rooze: 


wid cocks 


ound th 


ind crack 


While you 


een totte) 
aun hae 


dow he ga 


aic's gimi 


ſight o'er 
ind troth 
me are 


Ind ither 


5 
ow {ſober 


« wife he 
hro? mor 


chile he: 


"ks, 


| 3 
ud keeking, tell how new dreſs leuks, 
And young folks breedin”, 
t rooze auld-faſhion'd gowns and cleuks 
As braweſt cleedin'. 


XVII. 

luld cocks ha'f tipſy, now incline 

ound the bowl or ſtoup to join, 

Ind crack o' feats they did langſyne, 

To mem'ry dear, 

While youth and love ruſh on their min“, 
And draw a tear, 


XVIII. 

en totterinꝰ age, lyart and bal”, 

aun hae his youthfu' ſtory taul', 

dow he gaed ſouple, ſtrang and baul* 
Through dib and mire : 
be s gimmerin' lamp blinks thro” his ſaul, 
| A ſpunk o' ſire, 


XIX. 

light o'er the land does darkneſs pu”, 
And troth ſhe has a bonnie view ; 

ome are dead-drunk, ſome roaring fu" 

| Wi' mighty ſplutter; 
Ind ither ſome gaun out to ſpew 

| Faun i' the gutter. 


. 
ow ſober folks their doors are ſteek ing, 
wife her drunken huſband ſeeking, 


hro' monnie a change-houle ſhe ga'es keeking, 


Right cauld 1 trow, 
lite he at ſome bien fire ſits beeking, 
And roaring fu'. 


| 


— — — — :-- 


$3 
XXI. : 
Yet hame he winna come ava 
But at ilk cronny's door maun ca”; 
At his coat-tail his wife will draw, 
And do her beſt, 
And monie a cankar'd name ſhe'll ca 
Her waefu' peſt. 


XXII. 
Now roaring din has done its beſt, 
And waens lie ſkepped iꝰ their neſt ; 
Douſe folks are a' gane to their reſt, 
But ither ſome 
Drink and ſtand teuchly to the teſt 
Till morning come. 


XXIII. 
Such are the feats of the New Year; 
Folk waſte the caſh they wan fu' dear, 
For trae the glaſs they winna ſteer, 
But ay they'll ſuck it, 
Till a' their pouches o' their gear 
Are fairly ruket. 


XXIV, 
Now Poet-Laureat I ha'e doon, 
Gie us a flight as heigh's the moon: 
Pour penſion'd ſaul, ye ay maun tune 
To buſk and flatter, 
But nae Scots bard, I truſt, will croon 
Sic cringing clatter. 
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Tor virtuous men, by villains doom d to 20 

[ 4 thoir co: »d their” nofive fore 
Far from ther country, and They” naive tore, 


| Nover to ſes their friends or kindred mare. 
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veir names ſnail weneration ftili command, 
To ibem ſpall Future ages rear the brit, 


— Ul . 
ben veal wwretches fink to commun duſt. 
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To which are added, 
Y IN5CRIPTION IN AN HERMITAGE. 


END 
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I. 


F AREWEI.L, oh native Spain! farewell for ever 
Theſe baniſhed eyes ſhall view thy coaſts no mor: 


A mournful preſage tells my heart, that never 


Gonzalvo's ſteps again ſhall preſs thy ſhore. 


II. 


Huſhted are the winds; while ſoft the veſſel ſailing 
With gentle motion plows the unruffled main, 
feel my boſom's boaſted courage failing, 
And curſe the waves which bear me far from Spa 


III. 


T ſee it yet! Beneath yon blue clear heaven 
Still do the {pires. ſo well-heloved, appear, 

From yonder craggy point the gale of even 
Still wafts my native accents to mine Ear. 


IV, 


Propped on ſome moſs-crowned rock, and gaily f17g! 


There in the ſun his nets the ſiſher dries; 
Oft have I heard the plaintive ballad, bringing 
Scenes of paſt joys before my ſorrowing eyes. 
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! happy ſwain! he waits the accuſtomed hour, 
hen twibght-oioora obſcures the cloſing ſky; 
n gladly ſeeks his loved paternal bower, 

ud Lares the feaſt his native uclds ſupply. 


VI. 


hip aud Love, his cottage gueſts, receive him 
ich honcſt welcome and with ſmile ſincere: 
threaten.ng woes of preſent joys bereave him; 
2 &zl his boſom owns, his check no tear, 
VII. 
happy ſwain! ſuch bliſs to me denying, 
„ tunc thy lot with envy bids me view; 
who, from home and Spain an exile flying, 
1d all J value, all I love, adieu. 
VIII. 


more mine ear ſhall liſt the well-known ditty 
ung by ſome mountain-girl, who tends her goats; 


e village-ſwain imploriag amorous pity, 
7 ihepherd chanting wild his ruſtic notes. 
IX. 
more my arms a parent's fond embraces, 
o more my heart domeſtic calm muſt know; 
rom thete joys, with ſighs which memory traces, 
o ſultry -ſkics and diſtunt climes 1 go. 


X. 


fre Indian ſuns engender new diſeaſes, 
Vhere-ſnakes and tigers breed, I bend my way, 
brave the feveriſh thirſt no art appeaſes, 

he yellow plague, and madding blaze of day. 


XI. 


But not to feel flow pangs conſume my liver, 
To die;hy picce-mæal in the bloom of ape, 

My boil.ng b:ood drank by iwnatiate fever, 
And bram delirivus with the day-ilar's rage, 


XII. 
Can make me know ſuch grief, as thus to ſcver, 
With many a bitter ſigh, dear land! from thee 


Jo feel this heart muſt dote on thee for ever, 


And feci that all thy joys are torn from me! 


XIII. 
Ah me! how oft will fancy's ſpells, in lumber, 
Recall my native country to niy mind! 
Llow oft regret wil bid me ſadly number 
Each loſt delight, and dear friend left behind 


XIV. 
Wild Murcia's vales and loved romantic bowers, 
Ihe-river on whole bauks a child I played, 
Aty caitle's antient halls, its frowning towers, 
Bach much-regreted wood, and well-known glade, 
XV. 
Dreams of the land where all my wiſhes centre, 
Thy ſcenes, which I am doomed no more to know, 
7 uit oft ſhall memory trace, my ſoul's tormentor, 
And turn cach pleaſure paſt to preſent woc. 


XVI. 


Put, lo! the ſun beneath the waves retires; 
Night, fpeeds apace her empire to reſtorc! 
£1::11ds ſrom my fight obſcure the village-t{pires, 

New lech but faintly, and now ſcen no mers 
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XVII. 


n! breathe not, winds! Still be the water's motion! 


Sleep, 11 cp, MY bark, TH filence 0: the ain! 


, when to-morrow's light {hai gig the evan, 


Once more nune cyes inall ice the coal of Spain. 


XVIII. 


is the with! My haſt petition ſcorning, 
* blows BA gale, and high the biliows ſwell: 


ur 3 we be before the break of morning: 


Oh! then, for ever, native Spain, farewell! 


Nec Q-N 


ngraved on a Marble Table, fixed againſ? 


Vall of an Hermitage. 


— PE OO ne. — 


I. 


Vnor'nk thou art theſe lines now reading, 
unk not, though from the world receding, 
%F my lonely days to lead in 
This defert drear, 
at with remorſe a conlcicnce bleeding 
Hath led mc here, 


the 


| 


— ww 


TT — — 


| 
| ü 


(6) 
Ir. 


fro thought of gwilt my boſom ſours: 
*ree-will-d I fled from courtly bowers; 
For well I ſaw in halls and towers, 

That Luft and Pride, 
The Arch-ſiend's deareſt darkeſt powers, 

In ſtate preſide. 


III. 


I ſaw mar. Ein with vice incruſted; 

3 ſaw that Honour's ſword was ruſted: 

T+.at few for aught but f. Hy luſted 

That he was it:1} dece:ved who ed 
In love or friend, 

And. hither came, with men diſguſtod, 


My 1e to end 
1 *. 


In this lone cave, in carmeuts lowly, 
Alike a fuc to noiſy fully 
And brow beut gloomy melancholy, 
I wear away 
My k life, and in my office holy 
Conſume the dv. 


W 4 


This rock my ſhickl when ſtorms are blowing 


The limpid ſtreamlet yonder flowing 

Supplying drink; the earth beſtowing 
My ſimple food; 

But few enjoy the calm 1 know in 
This deſert ruds. 


| 
| 
| 
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VI. 


i_ontent and comfort bleſs me more in 
Tnis grot, than c'er I felt before in 


A palace; and with thoughts ſtill ſoaring- 


To God on high, 


Each night and morn with voice imploririg 


This wiſh L. ſigh. 
VII, 


„Let me, O Lord! from life retire, 
Unknovrn each guilty worldly fire, 
Remorſceiul throb, or looſe deſire; 

And when 1 die. 
Let me in this belief expire, 

To God I fly!“ 


4 VIII. 


Stranger, it, full of youth and riot, 
As yet no grief has marred thy quiet, 
Thou haply throw'ſt a ſcornful eye at 


The Hermit's prayer. 


But if thou haſt a cauſe to ſigh at 
Thy fault, cr care; 


IX, 


Tf thou haſt known falſe love's vexation, 


Or ha been exiled from thy nation, 


Or guilt affrights thy contemplation, 
And makes thee pine; 
Dh! how mult thou lament . ſtation, 
And envy mine! 


BW # 


THE 


LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS. 


A FAVOURITE SCOTS SONG. 


I, 
FEY 
Tur lovely laſs of Inverneſs, 


Nae joy nor pleaſure can ſhe fee; 
For e'en und morn {he cr:izs, aius! 
And uy the ſaut tear blins ner e'e. 
Drumoſſie muir, Drumoſſie day, + 
A. was ſu' day it Was to me; 
For tNere I loſt my father dar, 
My father dear and brethren three, 


II. 


Their winding ſhect the bludy clay, 
"Their graves are growing green to ſes; - 
And by them lies the deareſt lad 
That ever bleſt a woman's e'e! 
Drumoſſie muir, Drumoſhe day, 
A waetw day 1t was to meg 
For there 1 loit my father dear, 
My father dear and brethren three, 


III. 


Now wae to thee thou cruc! lord, 
A bludy man I true thou be; 
For mony a heart thou has made ſair 
That veer did wrang to thine or thee! 
Nremoſſie muir, Drumoſſie day 
A Vuefu' day it was to me; 
For there I loſt my father dear, 
My fthkcr dear and brechren three, 
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HON, HENRY ERSKINU. 
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o Shun theſe ills that threat my licary head, 
+1 leck in foreign lands precarious bread; 

. On whatſover coaſt I may be thrown, 
No lord can ule me harder than my own.” 


To which is added, 
DR. SHOLLET's ODE 
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LEVEN WATER. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


0 Ne 


8 4% W. 


The foll:wing very beautiful and pathetic Poem, 4% « py 
produtlion of the Hondurable . ERSEKINI. 
tv written upon oc. the fre quent £ migratin| 
from Scotland, more «ſpecially from the on hg 
That the publicaiion of it may tend to heighten du, | 
to diffuſe that ſpirit of benevolence and humanity. AST 
twarards our diſtri]: d countrymen, which ſerms i Mat wa 
preſent to be awvalened, ts the deſign of its preſon A: antie 
publication. — And it is earneſ/ly to be wiſhed, tha And ey? 
it may promote the g end for which it is now pri: Where, | 
fented 40 the punl.c. A ſnips l 
(fries F ut appeared, ſome time ago, in a 3 
Had tout 


Jos. the pref nl 1s prinied from that done with Pat. 


un of the amiable and Wij/inguifocd author, uur had 
it etl afford the reader more pleaſure, when (= dhe 
1 fad ibuat il is chte. | 8 e 
And his 

ound | 
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TH 


E MIGR ANT. 


* Nos patriae fines, et dulcia linquimus arva, 


« Ar patriam fugimus-="" VII. 
m, 1 « Ie leave our country and our native plains.” 
3K1NT, 
Full 
1 | 
n d “ 


nau, & AST by the margin of a moſſy rill, 
em i Bat wandered, gurglirg down a heath clad hill, 
prefei A: antient ſhe h loud, oppreſo'd with woe, 
4, the: And ey'd the occan's flood that ſoam'd below 3 
w pri Where, gently rocking on the riſing tide, 

A ſnips unwonted form was ſeen ro ride. 
. well ] ween; for ne'er before, 
th per „Had touch'd one keel, the ſolitary ſhore 
„, 4/7 had the ſwain's rude footſteps ever THAN 
£2: 18 yond the ſhelter of his native ſhade 

Hi. cw remaining hairs were ſilver grey, 

And his rough face had fern a better day. 

ound him, bleating, firay'd a ſcanty flock, \ 
nd a few poets o'erhung the neighbouring rock. 
e ric dog his forrows ſcem q to ſhare, 


krove with many trick to caſe his care. 


A. 
'F 
'l 


| (4-3 
While ofer his furrow'd cheeks, the ſalt drops ran, 
Ile tuu'd his ruſtic reed, and thus began: 
„ Farewell! farewell! dear Caledonia's rand, 
4 Rough though thou be, yet ſtill my native land, 
„ Exil'd from thee I ſeek a foreign ſhore, 
% Friends, kindred, country, to behold no more: 
„ By hard oppreſſion driv'n, my helpleſs age, 


{| « Tg farc'd the ocean's boiſt'rous brealt to brave, 
& In a far, foreign, land to ſeek a grave. 


| And muſt I leave thee then, my little cot! 
| „ Mine and my father's poor, but happy, lot, 
Where I have paſs'd in innocence away, 

| | E Year after year, till age has turu'd me grey ? 


| 66 Thou, dear companion of my happier life, 
| * Now to the grave gone down, my virtuous wife, 
„was here you rear'd with fond maternal pride, 
66 Ile comely ſons: three for their country died! 
Two ſtill remain, fad remnant of the wars, 
i" „ Withoat one mark of honour but ther ſcars ; 
They live to ſce their fire denied a grave, 
In lands bis much lov'd children died to fare : 
„ Yet ſtill in peace and ſafety did we live, 
% In peace and ſafety more than wealth can give. 
« My two remaining boys with ſturdy hands, 
«© Reur'd the ſcant produce of our niggard lands: 


4 Scant as it was, no more our hearts deſir'd, 
No more from us our gen'rous lord requir'd, 


1 That ſhould e' er now have left life's buſtling ſtage,“ 


«© But 
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ce But ah, ſad change ! thoſe bleNled days are o'er, 
„% And peace, content, and latery charm no more. 
« Another lord now rules thole wide domains, 
„ The avaricious tyrant of the plains, 
& Par 2 ann hence hc revels life away, 
In guilty pleaiures, our poor meaus mult pay. 
„The molly plains, the mountains” barien brow, 
&© Mylt vow be tortur'd by the rearing plow, 
„% And, ſpite of nature, crops be taught to riſe 
Which to theſe northern climes wite Heav'n denies, 
e In vain, with {weating brow aud weary hauds, 
* We firive to earn the gold our lord demands, 
% While cold aud hunger, and the dungeon's gluom, 
« Await our failure as its certain doom. 


„To ſhun theſe ills that threat my hoary head, 
&] {eek in foreign lands precarious bread ; 
*'Forc'd, tho' my helpieſs age from guilt be pure, 
6 The pangs of hani{h'd felons to cudute; 

And all becauſe theſe hands have vainly try'd, 
60 To force from art what nature has deny'd; 
#4 Becauſe my little all will not ſuffice, 

6 To pay tl infatiate claims of avarice. 


— — 


In vain, of richer elimates J am told, 
0 Whole hills are rich in gems, whoſe ſtreams are gold, 
am contented here, I nc'er have ſeen, 
A vale more fertile, ner a hill more green, 
Nor would I leave this ſweet, though humble cot, 
Flo ſhare the richeſt monarch's cnvicd lot. 


* 


c O! would to Heaven th' alternative were mine, 


| « Abroad to thrive, or here in want to pine, 
„ Soon would I chuſe ; but e'er to-morrow's ſun, 
Has o'er my head his radient journey run, 


* 


4% J ſhall be robb'd, by what they US ICE call, 
« Ry legal ruffians, of my little all: 

&« Driv'n out to hunger, nakedneſs and grief, 

„% Without one pitying hand to bring relief. 

& Then come, oh! {ad alternative to chuſe, 

& Come, baniſhment, I wit! no more tefure, 

6% Co where I may, nor b:illows, rucks, nor wind, 
& Can add of horror to my tortur d mind, 


« On whatſoever coaſt ] may be thrown ; 
« No lord can uſe me harder than my own ; 
Exen they who tear the limbs and drink the gore, 
« Of helpleſs lirangers, what can they do more? 


& For ever diives me from my native land: 
& For thice | leave no greater curle behind, 
« Than the fell b>dings of a guilty mind; 

« Or what were harder to a foul like thine, 
« Jo find from avarice thy wealth decline. 


« Who now with kindly tears my fate bewail, 
« With tendereſt feelings, for his peoples woes, 


& Snon may the rulers of this mighty land, 
t To eaſe your forrow's {tretch the helping hard. 


& For thee, inſatiate chief! whoſe ruthleſs hand; 
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« Soon may our king, whoſe breaſt paternal glows, A7 
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Elſe ſoon, too ſoon, youn hapleſs fate {hall be 
| Like me to ſuffer, to depart like me. 


« On your dear native land from whence I part, 
Re the belt blefling of a Urak Ei) b CAT kt, 


If in fome future hour, the ive ſhould laud 


all, 


His hoſtile legions on Britaunia's ftrand, 
May ſhe vot then th' alarum found in vain, 
Nor miſs her baniſhed thoutands on the piains 


« Feed on mv ſhecp, for though depriv'd of me, 
My cruel focs ſhall your protectors be, 

For their own takes, frell pen your ficaggling flocks, 
And {ave your lambkinus from the rav'ning ſox. 


0 
8 re,; 


Feed on my goats, another now {hall drain, 
Your lircams that heal diteaſe and ſoften pain; 
Ne freams alas! can ever ever flow, 

To heal your maſter's heart, or foothe his woe, 


e 2 


hand, 


% Teed on my flocks, ye harmleſs people feed, 

The wortt that ve can ſuffer is to bleed. 

DY that the murderer's flee] were all my fear ! 

How fondly would I Hay to periſh here— 

4 cad hark ! my {ns toud call me from the vele, 

. \ lo! the veſſel ſpreads her ſwelling Fal. 

lows wel , Farewel!“ — A white his hands he wrung, 
Ver his crook in fpeechleſs ſorrow hung, 

2 alling many a linz ring look behind, 


| 3 acep MUURUIL' brow begati to wilds 


* 


es, 


hand. 


i ON Leven's banks, while free to rove, 


And tune the rural pipe to love, 


I envy'd not the happieſt ſwain 
That ever trode th* Arcadian plain. 


Pure ftream ! in whoſe tranſparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wout to lave 
No torrents ſtain thy limpid ſource, 
No rocks impede thy dimpling courſe, 
That ſweetly warbles o'er its bed, 
With white, round, poliſh'd pebbles ſpread 
While, lightly pois'd the ſcaly brood 
In myriads cleave thy cryital flood. 
The ſpringing trout, in ſpeckl'd pride; 
The ſalmon, monarch of the tide ; 
The ruthleſs pike, intent on war; 
The filver ecl and mottled par 
Devolving from thy parent lake, 
A charming maze thy waters make, 
By buw'rs of birch, and groves of pine, 
And hedges, flow'r'd with eglantine, 
Still on thy banks, fo paily green, 
May num'rous herds and flocks be ſeen 
And laſſes, chanting o'er the pail ; 
And ſhepherds, piping in the dale; 
And antient faith, that knows no guile, 
And induftiry imbrown'd with toll ; 
And hearts refolv'd, and hands prepar'd, 
The bleſſings they enjoy to guard! 
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| The clarms of Beauty, though fo bright, 
E Soon as the wernal floww*r decays; 

| But thou, O Friendſhip! canſt delight 
In cold December's gloomy days. 
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« Once on 
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« With 
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THE FREEBOOTER, Wache 


«And t 
«If from 
Fou do 
« Ever 1 
I. N Headlon 
1 4 { 
1 On a rock, embow'r*d n wood, | pany 
In ancient days a Caſtle ſtood ; 7 
Its tow'rs, when driving in the vale, 
The Poſt-boy ſhew'd me with his hand: ® From O. 
« Thoſe were the tcrrors of the land” From Li 
He Aaid, and thus bdegdn his tale: « With 
1 „By no a; 
; 3 id « Ppite of 
With knowing look, he nodding ſaid 4 They 
« The treaſure in that rock that's laid, 7 
« To grant to me were Heaven willing⸗ 
« Þ'd tell the King, Sir, in a trice, Treaſure 
&« (Pray, on your kingdom ſet a price! „ Fortune- 
& Pd not be driving for a ſhilling). „Lead. 
1 My ſayit 
. 10 r 
te Of many a one, as J am told, | 2 


“ The mouth has watcr'd for this gold, | 
« But Chriſt have mercy, IIcaven beiriend! | 2 

« A coal-biack hound, with iron jaws, 

With eyes of fire and monſtrous claws, 
las brought them to untanely cds 


A Baron 
: Poſt-t 
Wichi 


Cl 


end: | 


(3-4 


LV. 
« Once only ev'ry ſeven years, 
s On Chni{tmas-eve, a flame appears, 
With hollow groans and rufiling wind, 
The treaſure riſes from the ground, 
£ Watch'd by bleck goat inſtead of hound; 
And that's the time to lay the fiend. 


V. 
«If from this gcat, mark well the ſnare, 
Fou do not pluck one milk-white hair; 
« Ever ſuch the ways of evil ! 
© Headlong you're tumbled down the rock, 
4 Your body's mangled with the ſhock, 
& Your ſoul is hurried to the deyil. 


VI. 
From Old Nick's wiles deliver me! 
From Lords and Law, pray keep me free! 
With neither will I have to do; 
«By no agreement think to win, 
« Spite of all clauſe, they'll take you in, 
* They'll read it X inſtead of V. 


VII. 
Treaſure digging and Lottery, 
Fortune-hugting and Alchymy, 
6 Lead only to deſpair and ſtrife, 
y ſaying is this, riſe early, 
#Work ſteady, and live orderly, 


And Heav'n aboye will bleſs your life. 


F VIII. 

: Baron grim, grown old in crimes,” 
Poſt-boy ſaid, „In former times 
Wichin thoſe walls conccal'd his gold; 


II 


** 2 3 —— tes 
„„ —ᷣͤ Ong 


- 
—— — 
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„ With horſe and foot and warlike car, 


« Ravag'd the country near and far, ' Such: barg 
« And brought his plunder to this hold. Such as te. 
«But Sat 

IX. 'From bro 

« To raviſh, murder, rob or burn, [This nell. 
« Afﬀordcd joy to n in turn; «What f 


6 Threats he fear'd not, ſword, or halter 
&« Was ouglit to get, daſh in a crack, 


« He had it, and as ſnug was back, Chang'dt 
In den as ſtrong as Gibraltar. She craw! 
(By ho 

X. Of his be 


« Such { right prevail'd in neighb'ring town, And whe 

« The men icarce call'd their ſouls their own, 4 Pull ar: 
« His name drove women into fits : 

« Juſtices weigh and plan in vain, 


« Comult, reſolve, and plan again, With thu 
« They councill'd till they'd loſt their wits. Oer rock 
«Your Þ 

XI. Ad curs 

« A hag was ta'en, a lump of ſins, heede 
& She'd made the children ſwallow pins, rm ſte 


« Dry*d cows, and play'd ſuch Devil's tricks. | 

„Jack Catch, as valet to this witch, | 

« Had laid her, nicely dreſt in pitch, 
On couch of faggot and of ſticks. 


th ſcrs 
Your Lor 


Goode 


XII. Ly ry do, 
„ Flold, ſhe cried, don't put the fire on; Dur cou 
« Down I'll fetch the grim old Baron; Our ha 


„The May'r agreed, had her unbound, 
« Promis'd a patent free from harm. | 
To conjure, uſe her ſpells, and charm, M the 
And ſafely witch the land around. Mes wer 
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ter: 
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With thund'ring co 
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XVI. 


bth ſcrapes and ſneers he's handed down, 
Ye ur Lordſhip” s welcome to our town, 
Good quarters are prepar'd for you: 

3» ey 4 
ry dog, Sir, has his day, 
pur courteſy we'll now repay 
ur hangman ſhall the honours do. 


XVII. 


} 


'Such bargain ſeems a fooliſh thing, 

Such as to us no gain would bring, 

«But Satan's friends ne'er act as one: 
[From broils of rogues, good will enſue. 
This hell-hound to her word prov'd true, 
«What ſhe'd agreed was fairly done. 


Chang'd to a toad, at time of reſt, 

She crawl'd up to the Robber's neſt, 
By hocus pocus ſhe'd this knack,) 

Of his beſt ſteed then took the form ; 
And when the cock crow'd in the morn, 
own, {Full arm'd he vaulted on her back. 


urſe now flew our witch, 
wits. Oer rocks and walls, o'er hedge and ditch: 
«Your Baron pull'd till black in face, 

And curs'd and kick'd, but all in vain, 

& heeded neither ſpurs nor rein, 


I 


Nor ſtopp'd till in the market-place. 


Mn the Rogue was brought to trial, 


s were prov'd beyond denial ; 


In ron cage he was con 


An' 
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Leaſt at morn he ſhould be ſick, 
«« They daily gave him an emetic, 


« And then he with Duke Humphry din'd. 


XVIII. 
The hangman vers'd in deeds of blood, 
4 With helliſh torment, cut for food, 

« Limbs from off this famiſh'd ſinner : 
And when he'd eaten the laſt ſtump, 
They broil'd his ſtomach and his rump, 

& And ſerv'd them up for dinner. 


XIX. 
& And when he'd eat himſelf all up, 
& And nought remain'd to dine or ſup, 
„ The Devil took his ſoul away. 
&« Great was the triumph of the town! 
& Tn this Court-hall, the truth's well known, 
« The cage hangs up unto this day. 


XX. 
“ This cage, Sir, often brings to mind 
6 Thoſe dealers in the human kind.“ 
(Thus my drivers tory ended,) 
Were they ſhut in't and taught to feel, 
« Mis'ries they on the world entail, 
4% Their manners might be mended.“ 


XXI. 
Scarce had the lad his hiſt'ry done, 
When up comes Monſieur San Facon, 
And ſtops our carri'ge, bids us riſe, 
Tumbles all our luggage over ; 
Lur'd with hopes that he'd diſcover 
Something that had not paid th' Exciſe, 
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FRIENDSHIP YRETTRRED To LOVE, 
A CANZONETTE. 


TRANSLATED FROM TRE FRENCH OFT THE 
ABBE PARRINI. 
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J. 
v youthful days ſo gay and bland, 
On Time's fwift wings have flown a» "es 
ind wint'ry Age's wrinkled hand 
My auburn locks entwines with gray. 
las! the Fair, for ever prone 
To myſt'ry and deceit, 
Jo me this grating truth alone, 
Inſultingly repeat. 
II. 
Their ſcornfal ſmiles when I appear; 
Their inattention when I ſpeak, 
fell me, „We do not wiſh you here, 
It is not ſuch as you we ſeck.” 
and off from me they lightly fly, 
To join a youthtul band ; 
d there loquacious 1s their eye, 
Their ſprighitly foot, and hand. 
III. 
t ſhall I, with unmanly tears, 
My heart depreſs, and check bedew? 
, no! a gleam of joy appears, 
A brighter proſpect is in view. 
Ong ſince I pluck'd the myrtle hough 
On Gnido's flow'ry ſtrand; 
Mere, peacefully, let others now 


With Love be hand-in-haud. 


MY 


4 


IV. 
Though me the fickle Fair diſown, 
With Youth and Livelineſs to toy; 
With them each comfort is not flown, 
With them's not baniſh'd ev'ry joy. 


Henceforth devoted be my days 8 
To Friendſhip and to Wine; 
And, ſince my myrtle wreath decays, 05100 SED 
I'll bind my brows with vine. 
v. BY 


Vhy on the ſoftly-breathing flute | 

Doſt thou Love's dear delights deſign; . 
Such melting Muſic does not ſuit 

The ſprightly joys of roſy Wine? 
Then let the mirthful ſong reſound, 


The ſparkling glaſs fill high; THE 
Here's to my num'rous friends around, 
| Unmix'd felicity ! / 5 
VI. 
| The charms of Beauty, though ſo bright, YA 


| | Soon as the vernal fiow'r decays; 
But thou, O Friendſhip ! canſt delight, 
In cold December's gloomy days. 


| Love, fickle and capricious, flies ER + 
| With youth's vivacious bloom; | 
But nought pure Friendſhip's ſacred ties . - FLUT 
Can ſep'rate, but the tomb. 
VII. 


And thoſe gay Nymphs, who now diſdain 
On us to fix their ſparkling eyes, 
When Time has cooll'd their flatt'ring train, 
Our company will patroniſe. pf. 
And we, my Friends, when we ſhall be : 
To our Fair Gueſts preſented, | 
Will drink their healths with heart- elt glee, 
And then we'll die contented! 
FINIS. 
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Movugn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn, 
Thy baniſh'd peace, thy laurels torn! 
Thy ſons, for valour long renown'd, 
Lie ſlaughter'd on their native ground; 


Thy hoſpitable roofs no more 
Invite the ſtranger to the door; 
In ſmoaky ruins ſunk they lie, 
The monuments of cruelty. 


II. 


Ihe wretched owner ſees, afar, 

His all become the prey of war; 
Bethinks him of his babes and wite, 
Then ſmites his breaſt, and curſes life. 


Thy ſwains are famiſh'd on the rocks, 


Vhere once they fed their wanton flocks. 


'Thy raviſh'd virgins ſhrick in vain; 
Iny inſants perich on the plain. 


cke 


(3) 


III. 


What boots it then, in ev'ry clinre, 


Thro' the wide-fpreading waſte of time, 
Thy martial glory, crown'd with praiſe, 


Still hone with undiminiſt'd blaze? 


Thy tow'ring ſpirit now 1s broke, 
Thy neck 1s bended to the yoke: 
What foreign arms could never quell, 
By civil rage, and rancour fc}, 


IV. 


The rural pipe and merry lay 

No more ſhall cheer the happy day 
No focial ſcencs of gay delight 
Beguile the dreary winter night. 


No ſtrains, but thoſe of ſerrow, flow. 
And novght be heard but ſounds of woe, 
While the pale phantoms of the ſlain 
Glide nightly o'er the ſilent plain. 


Vs 


Oh baneful cauſe, oh ſatal morn, 
Accurs'd to ages yet unborn! 

The ſons againſt their fathers ood; 
The parent ſhed his children's blood, 


Yet, when the rage of battle ceas'd, 
The victor's ſoul was not appeas'd: 
The naked and forlorn muſt feel 
Devouring flames, and murd'ring tel, 


(4) 


VI. 


Ihe pious mother doom'd to death, 
Forſaken, wanders o'er the heath, 

'The bleak wind whiſtles round her head 
Her helpleſs orphan's cry for bread; 


Bereſt of ſhelter, food, and friend, 

She views the ſhades of night deſcend, 
And, ſtretch'd beneath th' inclement ſkics, 
Weeps o'er her tender babes, and dies. 


VII. 


Whilſt the warm blood bedews my veins, 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns, 
Reſentment of my country's fate 


Within my filial breaſt ſhall beat ; 


And, ſpite of her inſulting foe, 

Ny ſympathizing verſe ſhall flow: 

* Mourn, hapleſs Caledonia, mourn 

* 'Thy baniih'd peace, thy laurels torn,” 


ov 
% 


THE 


TRIPPLE PLE A. 
—— x — —-— 


J. 


Law, PHYSIC, and DIVINITY, 
Being in diſpute, cou'd not agree 

To ſettle, which among them three 
Shou'd have the Superiority. 


II. 


LAW pleads he does preſerve men's lands, 
And all their goods from rav'nous hands: 
"Therefore of right challenges he, 

T'o have the Superiority. 


ul. 


Puys1c preſcribes recipes for health, 
Which men prefer before their wealth: 
Therefore of right challenges he, 

To have the Superiority, 


IV. 


Then ſtrait ſteps up the PRIESTH demure, 
Who of men's Souls takes care and cure: 
Therefore of right challenges he, 

To have the Superiority. 


(6) 
| : 

| If jobs end this TRIPPLE PLEA, 
; 


The LAwyrks ſhall bear all the ſway. ; 
If Eme1ri1cs their verdict give, 
PHYSICIANS beſt of all will thrive, 


if vi 
| If Brsnoes arbitrate the caſe, 

15 The PrIEsTs muſt have the higheſt place. . | 
1 If HoN EST, SOBER, WISE MEN judge, III 
I. Then ALL THE TUREE away may trudge. 


VII. 

1 For let men live in peace and love, 

1 The Lawyers tricks they need not prove; 

Let men forbear exceſs and riot, | A 
They need not feed on DocTok's diet. 


Mo VIII. Cc 
b 1 Let men attend what GOD doth teach, 
| They need not care what Pakr80Ns-preach. 
15 But if men FooLs and KN AVEs will be, 
| b 
1 They'll be aſs-ridden by ALL THREE. 
| [{| —— — Do 


THE ROBIN. 


—LGS DI 
I {1 Twas far i“ the gloamin, and ſnell was the wit. 4 
| BY That Norlan' came laden wi' ſnaw, | :- "uf 


Deep nature lay ſmoor'd, and fu' dowie the fin, / 
Had jogged his naiggies awa. 


he wit 


(9:3 


II, 


The mirk face of night on the orient i{ky, 


Had mufl'd the hills frac our ſight, 
And drowſilie ſhedding her gloom on the eye, 
Abſorbed the relicks c' light. 


III. 


Ilka verdure, reſt ſpray, carle winter jocoſe, 
Had clad in his North kintra wear, 

On the winnocks in mockin had painted the roſe, 
An' ſpring was rev:v't i' the year. 


IV. 


A cheery bit Robin was perch'd on a ſpray, 
Amid the drear proſpect an' ſang, 

Contented it hail'd the dire eve o' the day, 
Tho' ſcawlan the blaſts drave alang. 


V. 


Can man, I reflected, be down caſt or mourn, 
When the ſtorm of adverſity blows, 

Does he ſadden at Fortune, and boaſt himſelf bort 
With fortitude nobler than thoſe. : 


VI. 


His merit is falſe, his pretenſions are vein, 
And poorly he calls himſelf great, 

Let the Robin's remembrance his folly reſtrain, 
And level his fancies of Cate, 
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FLUTTERING ABOUT A CAN DLT. 

| | | 

nn 

. 

89 | V AIN fiutt'ring Inſet, pageant of an hour, 

Come, let me thwart thy ſelf-deſtructive will; > 
7 Short are the pleaſures in thy little pow'r, _y : 
ul Yet thou wilt make them even feorter ſtill. 9 5 
i" | 
1 11, my 

0 | N C «61 85 

1 How apt an emblem of miſtaken Man, So th 
1H When ſwells each vein with youth's empurpled tide, Bu bi 

| bl þ ſee the ſemblance to my kindred clan, 
Wt And own the folly ſhame would gladly hide. 

1 | 

By in. 

ll If | Poth are attracted by an empty blaze; q V 

AI Pleaſure to Man, what flame to thee ſupplies; | 

I | 1 | Each idly flutters in illuſive rays, 

10 Then falls a victim, and repentant dies, 
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Nurſis AMOR PATRIE pation: wvalenticr c. 
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Aud as a child, when ſearing ſounds moliſi, 


N 
Cings clofe and cloſer to the mother's breaſt, 1 
99 thould {tern danger aud the battle's r 
4 Bi lind us t our native mountains more. | 
| ö 
GOLDSKMITH,. 1 
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Tun Author of the following Verles makes no ah. _== 
log to the Public for their appearance. He has ni 
deavaured, 3 and he hopes with ſome ſucceſs, to pant 
the feclings of a mind which has ever glowed for i 
CONSTITUTION and its COUNTRY. 

Of the juſtneſs of the ſentiments which gave them 
birth, and which conſtitute 2% their merit, he has 
long been convinced. Attached to the CONST:7Y 
TION from principle, to his KiNG from affection, t» 
bis RELATIVES from conſanguinity, he fails in vo! 
to expreſs the tie which binds him to his COUNTRY, 
Philoſophy may condemn it as prejudice, or ſophilu 
debaſe it as pride,—but while remembrance fills, c. 
life warms his mind, he muſt pity the apathy of the 
firſt, and deſpiſe the falſit v of the laſt. He has ſcent 
in every age the ſureſt defence of the OT RENE bY 
the ſtrongeſt bulwark againſt the foe ;—he has adm 
cd it as the root of every virtuc,—as the baſe of ever; 
thing great and noble ;—he has heard of its exiſtenc? 


| SE, 8. 

et arden 
| Le 
Jour prif] 
luſt nov 


in this country, —of its ſorce, its energy, its eflects Io 
He truſts ke ſhall again ſee—again admire it. 

ound o 

rer were it poſſible, that theſe hopes ſhould not N meg 

realiſed ;—were it poſſble that SCOTLAND fſhioud Th 


bend to the yoke fo widely extended ;—were it per 
ſible that the groveling Ren e of ſucceſeful trade bd 
flined each manly fecling t! that ennobles Nature, and 
gives the ſtamp to Virtue, —he would tear its image 
from his brcaſt ;—he wotild fly the foil where unc, 
ing wealth and barbarous refinement had tainted the 
air he would eck another country, and other dice 
—in ſome rugged, deſert pots where neither CO! 
MERCE nor SCIENCE Could pally the cnergy oft“ 
rand, 
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- of the ; 
"Con py Sons of CALEDONIA! riſe, 


et ardent W AR inflame your eyes, 
Let liſtleſs PzACE retire: 
Covert Tour prifline force, your ancient pride, 
(igen last now again the battle guide, 
effect. Muſt now your boſoms fire ! 
II. 
round our coaſt the GALLIC foe 


ent ;- 


= mo i's 
Cahakil 


notar meditates ſome dreadful blow; 
e | . * . * 
191 He bids his myriads rife ;— 
It erg., . : 
b Would we, then, thus inactive wait, 
acle! 


hie hoſtile bands menace the ſtate— 
oe oh While rumours pierce the ſkies ? 
III. 

Ives there the wretch ſo dead to fame, 
lot to every wang of ſhame, 
To all that life endears; 
ſho, ſhouting, will not join the band, 
FOCOTIA rais'd to fave her land,— 
To change to joy her fcars ? 
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No, SCOTLAND! nog—ecach Jon will trace 
The GALLIC force, nor ſhun th' embrace 
That gives each arm a foe ; 

Nor danger ſhall ind 7 
Nor danger ſhall our minds unnerve, 


Nor pouring hoſts ſhall make us fwerve ;j— 


IIrav'N tells it ſhould be fo ! 
v. 
O THrov, who oft' haſt watch'd our fate, 
When barb'rous tribes attack'd the ſtate, 
When Fortune ſcem'd to low'r, 
Say, did our ſires e' er ſhun the fight, 
Or, vaaquith'd, c'er yield up their right 
To RoME s or NORAV's power? 
VI. 
Say, Grntus or Mr COUNTEY ! ſay. 
Who oft? haſt mourn'd the gloomy day, 
When jarring intereſts roſe ; 
Say, did thy ſons deſert the throne, 
Or dim its glory in their own, 
Wen menac'd round with foes ? 
W. 
Though numbers oft” oppreſs'd the field, 
Did they their ſacred rights e'er yield ? 
Did they their truft betray ? 
No! never in the rolls of time, 
Subjected was our natal clime 
To foreign yoke or ſway. 
VIII. 
Then, fhall this age implore the foe, 
Or crouch beneath the pendant blow, 
Nor arm to ſpurn its rage ? 
Shall we be firſt, with foul diſgrace, 
To dim the honours of our race ?— 


To blot the ſtoried page !— 
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IX, 


vaunted COMMERCE quench'd the fame 


lat gives 10 COURAGE all its claim. — 
Its value to mankind? 
hell- born WEALTH unſtrung the fout ? 
r Love of COUNTRY ceas'd to roll 
The current of the mind? 
X. 
tWiGHTY HEAV'N ! if ſuch the throes 
MN Pow ing of LUXURY the cloſe ; 
If ſuch of WraLr the fate; 
we us again the ſterile land, 
c judgment prompt, the active hand, 
Nor make us vainly great. 
XI. 
t no- REPUBLIC FRANCE muſt find, 
at with one force, one gen'ral mind, 
Our KixG we dare maintain; 
e REGICIDE can ne'er prevail 
There haughty ROM fo oft? did fail, 
Where CusARSs fought in vain. 
XII. 
en, Soxs of CALEDONIA ! riſe, 
| ardent Wan inflame your eyes, 
Let liſtleſs PeAcCE retire: 
Pr priftine force, your ancient pride, 
bf: now again the battle guide, 
M1: now your boſoms fire! 
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I. 
Orr” has ſome wretch, by guilty cares oppreßb 
VWhom wayward fate to miſery has driv'n, 
Goddeſs of Dreams! to thee his prayer ac@rcls% 
And fought an aid no longer due from hay 1 
II. 
For thine it is to lull the wretch's wo, 
O'cr lis fad breaſt to ſpread oblivion's veil, 
To 'ſuage that grief which muſt for ever flow, 
And ſooth tkoſe forrows which thou canſt not lo! 
III. 
Tune too the art, ſweetly inventive Maid! 
Of Guilt itſelf to blunt th' envenom'd ſting, 
To dim thoſe horrors which can never fade, 
And gild thoſe terrors which muſt ever ſpring. 
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IV. real 
Enchanting Power! nor guilt, nor care is mine, * ere th: 
Lawlets Ambition nc'er my dwelling knew ;— Undicd 
The luſt of ſway to others I reſign ;j— 
Content, tho? Riches, like my Friends, arc 
. V. 
Tot unto thee, Qucen of the painted bow! | 
ain would my muſe her trembling ſtrains ade 
e thy aid ere miſery I know, Mc then 
And vin thy fayour ere I find diſtreſs. Unfold t 
p< me 
6 ual 
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6 
VI. 


Young as I am in life's bewitching round, 
Full well I know how Fortune's wheel is driv'n; 
dow ſhoals and quickſands near cach ſhore abound 
How bliſs to heav'nly hoſts alone is giv'n! 
VII. 
ul! well I know, though virtue reigns within, 
Ilow falſe the happineſs which mortals prize ;— 
aſc as the ſinile that palliates Flait'ry's prin, 
rer decks the lips ere Fortune's frowns ariſe. 
Zan | vin. 
n, 1 
TRAD! d well I know how weak the blazon'd pride, 
Rs The herald's glitter, and the pageant's ſnow, 
ww weak are power and riches to decide 
The bliſs of thoſe on whom profuſe they Gow ! 
eil, 3 5 . ae , 
gow, a valn, alas is M dom 5 hallow 0 ſtore, 
nd vain the depths of ſcientific ſkill.— 
Nina is the maze of metaphyſic lore, 
Wich oft” attempt, yet quit the problem ſtill. 
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* ! ne'er docs Peace attend the ſprigs of Fame, 
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Pluck'd from the tree which haughty Learning 
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Findicd by doubts, and fann'd by ſceptic fears. 
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Mc then, O Fancy! ſettle on my brow ; 
Unfold thy viſious to th? enraptur'd vic; 

eh me to ſpurn this world with all its ſhoxe ; 
F © Nail with thee the precincts of a new! 
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XIII. 
Vet let me pauſe ; nor raſh each form invoke, 
Each devious form of wand'ring Fancy woo := 
Much world I dread her wide extended yoke, 
$hoſe figure varies as Cameleon's hue. 


XIV. 


TRA 


Tis thou alone, balm to cach troubled fon! ! 


Enchantreſs Fancy! {ſweet inventive maid ! 
Who bid'ſt again the long paſt moments roll, 
And gild'ſt the future with the wiſh'd-for ſhatÞ 
XV. 
Thou, in the ev'ning of a ſummer's day, 
When weary Nature looks around for reſt, 
Steal'ſt o' erthe mind with ſcarce acknowledg' d fun 
And bear'ſt Oblivion to the human breaſt. 
XVI. 
Yet not Oblivion ſure; — each fairy ſcene, 
That erſt, in gladſome times, begat delight, 
By thy bleſt aid again more fair is ſeen, 
The tinges chaſter, and more pure the light. 
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XVIII. 


Ihen wrap me, Fancy! in thy robe of blue, 
On gilded pinions let us riſe ſublime, 

Together let us ſoar from mortal view, 
Far through the realms of never-ending time 
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J. Aud 
Awav! det nougnt to Love diſpleaſing, 
My Wmifrida, move your care, 
T et nought delay the heavenly bleſüng, 
No ſgueamiſh Price, nor gloomy Fear. 
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II. 
What, tho' no grants of Royal Donors, 
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With pompous titles grace our blood; 1 


We'll ſhinc in mere ſubſtantial konours, Shall 4 
And to be Nec, we ll be Geed. » #0108 
Aud I 


. III. 
Our name, While Virtue thus we tender, 
Will ſweetly ſound, wherc'er *tis poke ; 
And all the £700T one. much ſhai! 1 onder, 
How they reſpect ſuc li. re fold. 


IV. 

What, tho' from Fortunc's laviſm bounty, 
No mighty treaſures we reffeſs; 

We'll ind within our pittance plenty, 


And be content without excefs. 


Tr 
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Still, ſhall cach kind returning ſeaſon, 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give; 

For we will live a l% ef reaſon, 

And that's the only life to live. 


VI. 

Thro' youth and age, in love excelling, 
We'lt hand in hand togetker tread ; 
Sweet-liniling Peace ſhall crown our dw 


Aud babes, ſweet-fmiling babes, our bed. 


VII. 


How ſhould I love the pretty creatures, 


While round my knees they fondiy clung! 
Joſe them look their mother's features, 
And licar them lit their mother's tongue ! 


VIII. 


ad when, with envy, Time traniported, 


Shall think to rob us of our joys; 
Tou'll in your Girls again be courted, 
Aud I' go woving in my Bt. 


— ͤ—— — OO 


THE POWER OF LOVE 
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J. 


Swrzr are the charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damaſk roſe; 
Soft as the down of turtle-dove, 
Gentle as winds when zephyr blows ; 
Refreſhing as deſcending rains, 
On ſun-burnt climes, and thirſty plains. 


II. 
True as the needle to thie pole, 


Or as the dial to the ſun; 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 


Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon: 


From ev'ry other charmer free, 
My life and love ſhall follow thee. 


III. 


The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues; 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bow'rs, 


With verdant ſpring her notes renews - 


All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my ſoul'e deſire. 


VI. 


ews - 


('-$-7 
IV. 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe ; 


| As Winter to the Spring gives place, 


Summer th? approach of Autumn flies; 
No change on Love the ſeaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


V. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow ; 
And marble tow'rs and gates of braſs, 
In his rude march he levels low: 
But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


VI. 


Death only, with his cruel dart, 
The gentle godhead can remove; 


And drive him from the bleeding heart, 


To mingle with the bleſt above; 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reft from pain. 


VII. 


Love, and his ſiſter fair, the Soul, 
Twin- born, from Heav'n, togetlier carne: 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name: 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 
When time and Death ſhall be no more. 
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W HEN Innocence and Beauty meet, 
To add to lovely female grace, 
How ſar, beyond expreſſing ſweet, 
Is ev'ry feature of the face? 
| H. 
When Peace and Wiſton: hold their ſway, 
And Virtue fills the glowing breaſt, 
?nch winning charm, ferenely gay, 
Is in th* angelic form conicis'd. 


| III. 

O /rcred Virtue! tune my voice 
With heart-inſpiring harmony; 
'Jhen ſhall thy calm, yet rapt rows 10Ys : 
Expand my foul with love of thee. 


IV. 
Thus, mine ſhall be true bliſs refin'd, 
When this vain ſhadow flies away : 
Th' eternal beauties of the mind, 
Shall laſt when all things elſe decay. 
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THE WISH. 
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ier me, kind Heav'n, the middle f 
Not meanly poor, not, proudly preat ! 


[ aft no wealth, no now'r T crave ; 
Let me not have, nor be a ſlave: 
O'er no man let me covet rule; 
Let no man e'cr make me his tool. 


The duty I to others owe, 
Teach thou my rebel! heart to know, 
Yet let: me never anxious be, 


For duty others owe to me: 
hut think, ere I too much expect, 


The higher duties I neglect. 


Pleſs me with health, to earn my food, 
With wiſdom, to diſcern what's good. 
Leſs let me others? errors mind, 

| T han thoſe within iy ſelf I find; , 
Averſe to make their foibles known, 


As careful to concea! my own ; 


14 
lad, leſt. 1 do another wron 
Brain the licence cf my tone ve! 


The ills, as mortal, I muſt ſhare, 


Make me, without ropining, bear: 
onemc'd, the ſinful cauſe is mine, 
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On ev'ry fellow-mortal's wo, DOME 
Let me a ready tear beſtow ; 

Nor be ſo much of need afraid, 

As to with-hold my little aid, 

When weeping Want, with trembling hand, {0} 
Makes, in thy name, its meek demand. ; 


When Innocence gives laughter birth, 
Let me not check the harmleſs mirth ; 
But bleſs the voice, that kindly cries 
Be merry, mortals, and be wiſe.” 


O gracious Heav'n, theſe bleſſings give 
I care not where, but how, I live! 


— DD a_— 
VERSES ON YOUTH : 


A JUVENILE PRODUCTION. 


« Remember thy Creator in the days of thy youth.” 
Eccleſ. 


Tus pliant ſoul of erring youth 

Is like ſoft wax, or moiſten'd clay, 
Apt to receive all Heav'nly Truth, 

Or yield to tyrant Ill, the ſway. 

II. 

Shun evil in- your early years, 

So manhood ſhall to virtue riſe: 
He who, in youth, a fool appears, 

In age, will n&er be counted wiſe. 
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JOHN ANDERSON, MY JCF. 


TM PROMFE d. 


——— — 
I. 


J HN Anderſon, my joe, John, I wonder 1: 
you mean, 
To fe ſo foon in the morning, and. fit up fo late « 


c'en, 

e' blear out a' your cen, John, and why ſhould yo; 
do ſo, 

Gang ſooner to your bed at een, Juhn Anderſon, my 
joe. 

II. 
john Anderſon, my joe, John, whan nature fit: 
egan 

o try her canny hand, John, her maſter-work wa: 

man; 


And you amang them a' John, ſo trig frae tap t? 


toe, 
She prov'd to be nae jgurney-work, John Anderfor 
ny joe. 


| john 4 


| Your | 


O. 


tap! 


der ſoi 


III. 


ohn Anderſon, my joy, John, ye were my fiſt. 
conceit, 

And ye need na think it ſtrange, John, tho' I cab 
ve trim and neat; 

Tho' ſome foke ſay ye're auld, John, I never think 
ye 15, 

ut I think ye're ay the fame to me, John Ander- 
ſon, my joe. 


IV. 


n Anderſon, my joe, John, we've {cen out barns 


bairns, 
And yet my dear, John Anderſon, I'm happy in 
your arms, 
And ſae are ye in mine, John, I'm ſure ye'!l ne'er 
ſay no, 
Tho* the days are gane that we hae feen, John 
Anderſon, my joe. 
V. 
John Anderſon, my joy, Jchn, what pleaſure does 
it gie, 
lo ſee ſae mony ſprouts, John, ſpring up 'tween 
you and mc, 
And 1ika lad and laſs, John, in our footſteps to go, 
Makes perfect heaven here on carth, John Ander- 
- 4on, my joe. 


VI. 
john Anderſon, my joe, John, when we were ſirſt 
acquaint, 


| Your locks were like the raven; your bonny brow 


as brent, 
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But now your head's turn'd bald, John, your lock: 
are like the ſnow, 
Yet bleſſings on your froſty pow, John Anderſon, 


my joe. 
VII. 
John Anderſon, my joe, John, frae year to ycar 
we've paſt, 


And ſoon that ye r maun come, John, will bring 


us to our laſt, 

But let na' that affright us John, our hearts were 
ne'er our toc, 

While in innocent delight we liv'd, John Anderſon, 
my joe. 


VIII. 


John Anderſon, my joe, John, we clamb the hi! 
thegither, 

And mony a canty day, John, we've had wi' ar: 
anither; 

Now we maun totter down, John, but hand ir 


hand we'll go, 
And we'll ſleep thegither at the foot, John Anderſon, 
my joe. 


locke 


lerſon, 
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THE FIRE SIDE. 
LD IDSA 
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Dear Cloe, while the buſy croud, 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 
In folly's maze advance; 


Tho' ſingularity and pride 


Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
Nor join the giddy dance. 


II. 


From the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own family and fire, 

Where love our hours employs; 
No noiſy neighbour enters here, 
No intermeddling ſtranger near, 

To ſpoil our heartfelt joys. 


III. 


It ſolid happineſs we prize, 
Within our breaſt this jewel lics, 


And they are fools who roam; 
The world hath nothing to beſtow, 
From our own ſelves our bliſs muſt flow, 

And that dear lwt our home. 


VI. 


Of zeſt was Noah's dove bereft, 
When with impaticut wing ſhe lef: 
That ſafe retreat, the ark: 
Giving her vain excurſions o'er, 
"The diſappointed bird once more 
Explor'd the ſacred bark. 


6 5 


Tho? fools ſpurn Hymen's gentle powers ; 
We, who improve his golden hours, 
By ſweet experience know, 
That marriage, rightly underſtood, 
Gives to the tender and the good, 
A paradiſe below. 


VI. 


Dur babes ſhall richeſt comforts bring; 

if tutor'd right they'll prove a ſpring, 
Whence pleaſures ever riſe: 

We'll form their minds with ſtudious care. 

To all that's manly, good, and fair, | 
Ard train them for the ſkies, 


. 


While they our witeſt hours engage, 

* ** 2 * 

They'll joy our youth, ſupport our age, 
And crown our hoary hairs; 

They'll grow in virtue every day, 

And thus our fondeſt loves repay. 
And recompenſe our cares, 
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VIII. 


No borrow d joys! they're all cur own; 
While to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot: 
Monarchs! we envy not your ſtate, 
Ve look with pity on the Great, 
And bleſs our humble lot. 


IX. 


Jur portion is not large, indeed, 

But then how little do we need; 
For Nature's calls are few! 

in this the art of living lies, 

io want no more than may ſuſſice 
And make that little do. 


X. 


We'll therefore reliſh with content, 
Whate'er kind Providence has ſent, 
Nor aim beyond our power; 
For if our ſtock be very ſmall, 
Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 
Nor loſe the preſent hour, 


Xl. 


Yo be reſign'd when ills b-tide, 
Patient when favours are deny'd, 
And pleas'd with favours given; 
Dear Cloe, this is wiſdom's part, 
This is that incenſe of the heart, 
Whoſe fragrance ſmells to heaven. 


XII. 


We'll aſk a0 long- protracted treat, 
Since winter: life is ſeldom ſweet 
But when our feaſt is o'er, 
Jrateful from table we'll ariſe, 
Nor grudge our ſons, with envious eye, 
The relics of our ſtore. 


XIII. 
Thus hand in hand thro” life we'll go; 


Its checker'd paths of joy and woe 
With cautious ſteps we'll tread; 
Quit its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble, or a fear, 
And mingle with the dead. 


XIV. 


While d like a faithful friend, 


Shall thro' tho gloomy vale attend, 
And cheer our dying breath: 

Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 

Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 
And {mcoth the bed of death. 
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Mix1$STER. 

"0! my dear Manu, is this you; 

«Pm glad to fee you; how d' ye do? 

* How's Tauos, my auld worthy frien'? 

„ How's Jock, your ſon, an' daughter, Jrant 


MaARGRET. 
„They're gaily, Sir, we're a“ meat heal, 
„Vet Tanie's c'en but craz'd an' frail; 
„But, here's ſome butter, | preſent ye, 
Which, wi' thir hen's, I compliment ye.“ 


MiNxI1STER, 
* Howt, MancreET! this ſpeaks t' expence, 
But thanks ye'ſe get for recompence : 
* Wi' gratefu' heart, I freely tell, 
"Ye're ever kind, an' like yourſell.“ 


MARGRE r. 
« Whiſht, Sir! wi' thanks; nae thanks ava; 
„ Ye're worthy mair; the gift's but ſma; 
« But this acknowledgment here from us, 
* Mcans ye're belov'd by me an' Tamos.” 


| MiNISsTER. 

| © Sic favours, ſure, I ne'er expected, 

„Vet blyth am I, I'm ſae reſpected : 

© Fling aff your clouk, au' follow me; 

| © Come ben, an' reſt, an' crack awee: 

Tiis no ſac aſt ye come to ſee us, 

© Ve'll wait, and tak' your dinner wi' us: 

* ready. waiting on my comin'; 

Dome ben, then MarGRET, honeſt woman.“ 


/ 
: 
[ 
| 
: 
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MaRkGRET, . 
« Na, na, Sir! dinna ſpeak o' that, 
© JI tak* nae dinner, wceel | wat: 
« Wi' gentle manners, (ye will grant it,) 
* I've cver yet been unacquantet.” 


MINISTER. 
* The manners that ye ule at hame 
* Uſe here, an' hanifh fear au' ſhame, 
« The company's but few, they're wholly 
„My Wife, a Preacher, Jeſs, an' Polly : 
« Ye'ſe tak' your dinner or ye gang, 
% J do like me, ye no gde wrrang.” 


'To dine, at length, ſhe was advis'd; 
Gade glowrin* ben like aue turpris'd ; 
Spread wide her gown, her head erccked 
Conſus'd and aukwardly ſhe becked ; 
Winle rev'rend Mess Joun, kind and fair, 
Conducted ker unto a chair; 

An' tald them wi' a knacky ſentence, 
She was an intimate acquantance. 


„ 
* 


Blate like, aroun' them a' ſhe gaz'd; 
But at the table was amaz'd: 
vt : . 7 1 
She nc'er before ſaw ficken fairlics, 
Bac mony antic tirly-whirlies! — 
How to behave, when the was eating, 
in fic a nicy, gentle meeting, 


She had great fears, —Her heart was beating, 
Her legs did ſhake—her face was ſweating ; 


But ſtill. foe was reſolv'd, anon, 
To do in q thirgs lite Mgss Jun. 
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She ne er before ſaw ficken fairiics, 

* Sae mony antic liriie whit lies ] 

* Flozo to bebave, when ſbe wvas cating, 

I, /ic à nicy, gentle meeting, 

'* She bad great fears, — Her heart was beating, 
Her legs did Hale - ber face was P rucating 5 
* But fiill, foe was reſulwv'd, anon, 
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A MORNING WALK. 


. Ever charming, ever new ; 
* WI hen will the Laudſcage tire the vie- w. 
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MARGRET and the MINISIEN 


A TRUE TAL E. 


A Dov3et, religious, kintry wile, 
That liv'd a quiet, contented liſe, 
To ſhaw reſpect unto the prieſt 
Wham ſhe eſteem'd within her breaſl:, 
Catcli'd twva fat bens, baith big an' plum, 
An' butzr ſhe pack'd up a lump; 

Which ſhe a preſent meant to gie him, 
Au? wi them aff ſhe gade to ſee him, 
Dreſs'd in her ain avid kintry fas'on, 
Wi' brown fluff gown, an vraww white bun F 
A dark blue cluuk an hood co erd a”, 

Sac lade, fae clad, ſhe march'd awa'; 
Thus trudg'd alang-—an' hence, belyv*, 
At the manſe, door ſhe did arrive: 
Rapp't—- was admitted by the maid; 
Ben to the kitchen wi' her gade—s 

Sync for the Miniſter enquir'd, 

Who ſoon came but, as ſhe deſir'd; 
When ſhe to him a curtchie made, 

An' he to her thus ſmiling ſaid 


A Þ 
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A MORNING WALK. 


Emer charmins, ever new ; 
TEE When ill the Laniſcape tire the view, 
Drer, 


Far Pho:bus, wi' his glancin' rays, 
Was a' the ſiel's adornin', 
When o'er the lee to yonder braes, 
[| walked yeſ'day mornin”; 
| There, ſweetly daunert, a' my lane. 
Compos'd, an' wech contentes), 
Obſervin' ilka lovely ſcene 
Nature to me preſented. 
"ornent me, on a tifin' green, 
There ſtood a ducket tow'rin', 
Where gentle, harmleſs dows were ſeen 
17, Uno" the tap o't cowria,, 
A urn ran by the ducket's fide, 
: Down thro” the green it wimpi'q, 
Yer whilk a ſtately brig did ſteide, 
Wi' age defac'd an' dimpi'd, 
„ un bloſſoms braw, the whins an' broom 
Were fcen in gaudy yellows, 
An' a' the knows appear'd ia bioom, 
5 On ilka ſide the hallow. 
Un right an' left, vpo' the banks 
Grew mony a kind o' timmer; 
\ome trees their lane—fome plac'd in ranks, 
A' inthe bud o' immer. 
The can!er ſprings, frae places ſteep, 
wr drowth were ſcanty dribblin”, 
An' here an' there the bleating ſheep 
Athort the braces were nibblin”, 


1 


Beſide the clear meaudriu' burn, 
The ftrcams o' whilk was glancin, 
Thcre canty lambs took mony a turn, 
Alang the edge o't dancin”. 
Amany the ſhrubs an' wavin' trees, 
Whilk I thought unco charmin“, 
Were thrifty thrangs o' bizzie bees, 
In mony a place gaun ſwarmin'. 
Some ſucked clover, while a ſew 
Were bummin' at their leiſure; 
While ithers baul' and ſwiftly ſlew 
Awa' to ſtore their treaſure. 
The cheerfu* burds, baith big an' wee, 
A' up an* down the plantin', 
Wi' pleaſin' an' delightfu' glee, 
Their bits o' ſangs were chantin', 
Gay butterſlees I allo ſaw 
In voEmbers, fiucly decked ; 
Wi' nature's claiſe, a' buſked braw; 
Some white, an' ſome were flecked, 
The daws, the ſheep, the lambs, the bees, 
The bris, ihe burn, the ducket, 
The burds, the trees, the butterflees, 
How charmin'ly they looket ! 
Tbae heartſome fweets, and mony mae, 
Than I can link in meaſure, 
Infpir'd my ruſtic, cheerie lay, 
Au' fill'd my faul wi' pleaſure. 
Henceforth, the town I'll ſhun, wi? &* 
Its arts, in ilka feature, 
An' ſtill prefer to ſing the braw, 


Th: winſome charms 0 Nature, 


FIN 1-3, 


A ready, 
s Rev +» 


hen, wi? © 


pde them 
ut, he bei: 


| liſting ſp 


ec to Prev: 


e prin'd ti 


low Marc 


as quick! 
r as was 
clolve to 4 
ie therefo! 
'n'd the c 
Vi 2 prin 
hich ſmall 
: far's gue 


dae ſoon ; 
) plancin? 
them tc 
took: 
t MakxGR 
t was ſac 
*mony t! 
meilkan 
' her 


4c 1 
ang WAS 


In courſe, 
at broug! 
e notic'd | 
to' a difd, 
MUSTA: 


We, or ſer 


[48-3 


EA ready, fitting face to ſace, 

is Rev r+nce, gravelv, {aid the pracez 
hin, wif © frank an' open air, 

de them f on, an' lib'ral ſhare.— 
t, he being wi' the pally rtrovhi'd, 

p liſting ſpoonfu's aſten dribhi'd; 

c to prevent the draps o' broth, 

e prin'd to's breaſt the table- cloth. 
ow Mancgrr's ſettl'd reſolution, 

as quickly put iu execution; 

T as was ſaid already, ſhe did 

clolve to do wvhaterer be id, 

e therefore, alſo, like the Prieſt, 

n'd the cloth firmly to her breaſt, 

V' a prin twa inches Jang at leaſt;) 

hich ſmiles frac them at table drew, 

: far's gude breeding wad allow. 


Sac ſoon as they the kail had ſupped, 

) plancin* knives au” forks they gripped; 
them to weel fill'd plates fell keen!y ; 
e—touk a drink—an' cracket tricn' ly. 

{ MarGREt only was a hearcr, » 

t was ſac blate, uought ſcem'd to cheer hes, 
: mony things appearing new, 

me1ilka minute in her view, 

1d her mind fae ſu' & dread, 


ing was elean out o her bead, 


In courſe, the Paſtor, her example, 

at brought her there to feed fac ample, 
enotic'd twa or three times take 

to' a difo, flaik after ail 

MUSTARD ;= which ſhe judg'd to be 


ade, or ſime delicious L rie. 


(==. 


For MAarGRET never did peruſe it, ION! 
Ken'd na its name, nor Lewp to uſe it; | 
But now determin'd to partake o't, 

She wi' a tea-ſpoon took a ſlaik o't! | A 
Heedleſs, ſbe ſupped ip the whole I 

Then, inſtantly the looked droll. 


Durg doited in a moment's ſpace, 

She hung her head and threw licr face! 
Flung down her knife »n* fork, diſp.cas'd, 
Syne wi' baith hands her noſe the ſeiz'd, 
While it did bite an' blin' ter cen; 

The like o't, ſurc, was never ſcen: 

For, ſtartin' up as faſt as able, 

The Laill gear tumbl'd af the tall: ! 


A 


Tell th, 


; 5 4 better 
The craſh o' crock'ry ware reſounded, 


Plates truntlin' - Ilka auc confounded ! 
Straight, to the door, ſhe ſrantic flew, 
An' after ber, Miss Joux e drew; 

Which drave the company a' throughithe: 


As they were kippl'd baith thegither. as 
But, in a crack, the prins brak' looſe, 
An' Mandxrr, ravin', leſt the houſe. 

— 


Hameward, in baſte, ſhe hobbl'd, ſweating 
Tell'd 'Tamos the %iſter, greeting; 
Wrung baith her hands, an' ſolemn ſwat, Po lend 
Z dme wi' gentle folk nae mair. aa ken th 
? { vr 
d vou wh 
VE inks a 
++ + 
os \, 
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at nad a y 
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Tell them roba cry this Tale is auld,” 


«1 better never wet wwas fauld. 
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ting 
wal, o lend your lugs, ye benders fine, 


ia ken the benefit of wine; 
d yon wha laughing, ſcud brown ale, 
dre inks a wee and hear a tale. 


. =_ 0 . we.» 

an honeſt Miller dwall'd in Eile, 

at had a young and wanton Wie, 

1 » . * x . . 

22 ſometimes thol'd tlie pariſh Pricft 
Mak 2 Av } 11? 4 heat: 
ul Rer man a twWa-hor. d beat: 


IS Tron. — —— 


* — 227 TC — 


5 
Ile paid nigut mony viſits till 125 
And to keep in w. th IIb the Miller As yet;= 
He endeavour'd 2it to make him happy, A bow f 


11 

Vhere'er he kend the ale was nappy. | ae wa! 
Titl * 

Iii ie 


C* «+ a bv % * Fa, — * £2 3 © 

Such condefceniton in a paſtor, 

22 * * C A > * 
% * Ti, V 3 3.4 9 I # ** * 1. al! al 4 

Knit Halher?s love to iim the faſter ; n! 


oth Hal 


And by his converie, troth 'tis true, James, ii 
Hah learn'd to preach when he was fou. Yer lang. 
Ting all rhe three were wondrous leas'd, "ut of the 
Ie wiſe well ſerv'd, the man well 2 Thich led 
bf 
Iab ground his corn, the Prieſt did checiih Aly d, Iv 
IIimſell with dining round the Parih. tralght £21 
Pcſs, the gocd“ 17 thought it nae ſkaith, id Cries, 
Since he was fir, to ſerve them baith. at de un 
hen egvab is the night and day, mes, Wit 
Phe 


And Ceres gives the {hoots the play, nd her 1 
A froung Hint 6 genile fans | Gama k 
Bred ar 8 To Andr EV 'S alma neden; N 1k 299, a 
Ac day gawn hamervard, it ſell late, Within r 
And him benighted by the gate: dae Ih u 
Jo lie witheut, pit. mirk did ſhore him, Bat lince 
He coudra ſce his thumb before him; 

Bat, clack—clack—clack, he heard a mill, 


ihich led him by the lugs cheretill. 4t the ne 


To take the thircad of tale alang, CICEK CC 
* 
TI 1718 mill to II albert did belang, They 1 


Phat all 


at Ty ther 


Nor jeſs this note vour notice claims, us, atte 
The ſcholar's name was Maſter James. Wes fan 
Now, ſiniling mule, the prelude paſt, md ſince 
Smooth!y relate, a tale faall laſt Vith reſis 
As lang as Alps and Grampian hills, nlock'd t 
Is lang as wind or weter mills 8. There wi 
In enter'd Jauies, Hab faw and kend him, row w! 


wy 


hat . Ave 
rs 


And offer d kindly to befriend him at ga 

With fic good cheer as he cou'd make, this he 
\ thin wa 
ind throu 
al done v 


Baith for his gin and father's ſake. 
T he {-kolar thought himſelf right ſped, 
And gave him thanks in terms well-bred. 


oo 


not Hab, “ I canna leave my mill 

As 8 ſtap ye. wait the kill 

A bow ſhot, and ye'l! find ny name : 
ae warm ye, and crack with our dame, 
Till ſet aff the mill, tyne we 

Shall tak what Beſſy has to gre.”? 

James, in return, what's handſome ſaid, 
Yer lang to tell; and aff he gade. 

ut of the houſe ſome li glit did ſnine, 


— . 7 * .* 
3 led hira till't as with a line: 


kr Wy t tro 4 in 2 window Belly Keekity 
0 cries, « Wha's that yi cs towk a friglit 
. 1 
t Je untimous time ot night! 
CS, Wien good humour, moſt dicreetly, 
mw her his e ireuniſtance co mpictcly, 
dinna ken ye,” quoth the Yue 
id 1% 5 } }: 1 a-yP8g Tx * 
up 2 md down the thieves are rife; 
Wi thin my lane, I am but a woman, 
dae li unbar my door to nae man; 
But ſince 'tis very like, my dow, 
78 
hat all ye're telling may be true, 


Hae, there's a key, gang in your way 
At the neift door, =there's braw ait frac * 
Streck down upon't my lad, and learn 
They're no ut lodz'd wha get a barn.” 
us, after meikle clitter clatter, 
mes fand hie cou'dna mend the matter; 
nd ſince it might na better be, 
Vith re ſignation took the key, 
nlock'd t the barn— clamb up the mou, 
Vhere was an open near ho hou, 
m., Phrow which he faw a glint of light 
"at gave diverſion to 1 is ſight: 
mis he quickly cou'd ern 
Lihin wa” ſeparate houſe and barn, 
and through this rive was in the wit, 
ul done 1 the houſe he ſaw : 


15 rid, be knock' d, — ſor doors were ſteckit:.— 
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tle faw (what cught not to be ſcen, ſent him t. 
And ſcarct gieil credit to his een) Pie quickl. 
The pariſn pricit of reverend fame zmes was | 
In active courtſhip witi: the dame — e Prieſt ſto 
To lengthen cut deſcription here, 9 5 ſpeer'd } 
M ou'd but cſſend the model ears dat upper 
And beet the Jewder ycuthfu' flame, 1 might h 


* . ® * * * = . 
\ hich we by tatire flrive to tame. E Of their! 
N . D Li 
Suppoſe the AN action o'er, h The, © 
8 * Rill te 1 5 ur feaſt : 
And James conimuing flill to gliowr ; - pur feaſt c 
1 . 4 4 UE, 
lle ſary ie wile as Fail as . Le ſtov' d 
1 
Spread a Cican ſor vite on the te ble, Salt Seca 
- - - . * * 2 * 3333 * 729 
And ſyne, frae the ha rn bring ben areitch,“ « 
by _ 42 ? 
p. piping iet voung online Hen, 0 52 t 
o 2 * 
Lid twa good bottles ſtout and clear, Pr that his 
— : 2 F yu ry 1 
Arne of fl. e ale, and ane of beer. 0 wor 
er wicked luck, juit as the prieſt like ur nn 
95 7 1 Fal. Ee 
hot in his fork in chucky s breaſt, „nale kyte 
13 uvnwelcome Miller 2124 2 roar, Wh, roa! 
24 . _ 5 .* 01 , hs 
LY d. el , have v 5 Open {HC door - wg Ind f. 
e gs WP 2 1 1 
ith that the! ray letcher ned, Ne, gye, C 
. 11 7 I. 1 hes 
nd darn'd nine beliint a bei 3 IS 1] brou 
\ I 38 y 1 
hile Bully hudd! 4. a” things by, han but! 
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Seng loot him in, — but out of tune nen ame 
* a Fo * 11 2 y bc 3 2 71 12 . \ * — 1 20 
& diÞCOCL 4 Wu l leit Lite 171111 1aC Cn . Wildt WAS 
9 7 * . 3 3 . my 8 k 1 5 þ 
4 come, » ſaid he, „ as manners clauns, 1 Paw!y 


& J'o wait and crack wil Matter James, Cale hire 


T2 . > tas 
&« Thich I ſhou'd do, 10? ne'er fac billy ; I omen'd 1 
7 BAL», 1 War 
& 7 ſent hin: here, goodwite, where is he:  wond rot 
p * 5 % . 11 5 * ih „ _ * 3 * 
Le ſent him here! ain Belly grumbimg) | hes B 


© Kend I this jJamesi-—A chiel came rumnbling, {Mo whop af 
© But how was I aflur'd, when dark, hate'er ! 
That ke had been nae th ieviſh ſpark, ther in Po 
Or ſome rude wencher, gotten a doſe, nd, if ye} 
That a weak wite cou'd ill oppoſe! es Halber 
% But what came of him? ſpeak nae langer, s Hain'd ne 
Cries IIalbert, in a Highland anger. near ha 
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ent him to the barn,” quoth ſhe: 

B:c quickly bring him in,“ quoth he. 

zmes was br dught in—the Wife was bawked 
P:icſt ſtood cloſe—the Miller cracked 

G . d his ſulky gloomy 17 

Pat lupper ſhe had in the houſe, 

ki might be ſuitabie to gre 

t of their lodger's quality? 

Ich ſhe, © Ye may well ken, cood-man, 

our feaſt comes frae the parritch-pan: 

be ſtov'd or roaſted we afford, 
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win k ye this Youth $a g gilly-gawpy ; : \ 
r has his gentle ſtamock's maſter 
F rr . a pint ot FT. 
be our mill knaves that lift the laiding, 
: ale kytes can rax out like raw v plating, 
roaſt a hen, or ſry ſome chickc na, 
10 . n. b ror ale frae Maggy Picken's.“ 
ve, aye, quoth ſhe, © ye may well ken, 
Iis ul brought but that's no there | ben; 
han but laſt owk, nac farder Zane, 
ie Jain d got a? to pay his Kain.“ 
nen n wlia had as good a gue 1 
nat was in the houſe as Beis, 
i pawly init this plea to end, 
"caſe himſell, and ml his friend, 
i wen'd with a flee oration | 
: 1 W All in con juration. 
) be, — By this fell art I'm able 
ung, Jowhop aT any great man's table 
hate'er I like to make a mail o' | 
Uther in part, or yet the hall 0”; I 
nd, if ye pleaſe, Fil ſhaw my art.'— b 
es Halbert Faith, with a' my heart!“ 
73 


er, s ſain'd herſell,.— cry d + Lord, be herc!? 
Ancar hand fell a ſwoon wi' fear. | 
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James leugh,—and bade her naithing dread, 
Syne to conjuring went with ſpeed: 
And firſt he drew a circle round, 
Then utter'd mony a magic ſound 
Of words, part Latin, Greek, and Dutch, 
Enough to fright a very witch : 
That done, James ſays, Now, now, tis come, 
And in the boal beſide the lum: 
No fct the board; goodwite, gae ben, 
« Bring frae yon boal a roaſted hen.” 
She wadna gang, but Habby ventur'd ; 
And ſoon as he the ambrie enter'd, 
It ſmell'd ſae well, ſhort time he ſought it, 
But, wond'ring, *tween his hands he brought l. 
He view'd it round, and thrice he ſmell'd it, 
Syne with a gentle touch he felt it, 
Thus ilka ſenſe he did conveen, 
Leſt glamour had beguil'd his cen: 
They ail, in an united body, 
Declar'd it a fine fat how towdy. 
% Nac mair about it,“ quoth the Miller, 
« The hen looks well, and we'll fa' till her.“ 
« Sac be't, ſays James; and in a doup, 
They ſnapt her up baith ſtoup and roup. 

« Neiſt, O! cries Halbert, “ cou'd your fh 
% Dut help us to a waught of ale, 
« I'd be oblig'd t' ye a' my life, 
& And offer to the deil my wife, 
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66 To ſee if he'll Ciſcreeter mak her, wd they: 
& But, O I'm fleed he winna tak her!“ In ony ſha 
Said James, Le offer very fair; Now, if ye 
« The bargain's hadden, ſay nae mair.” Ill gar my 

Then thrice James ſhook a willow-wand, Hab fidg”, 
With kittle words thrice gave command; th fear'd 
That done, with looks baith learn'd and gravis bſt bis c 
Said, Now ye'll get what ve wou'd have; © to the ſe 
© Twa bottles of as nappy liquor Beſiy by t 


As ever ream'd in horn or bicquor ; rat, but k 


me, 
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Ahint the ark that hads your meal, 
Yell find twa ſtanding corket weel.” 


mes ſaid, ſyne faſt the Miller Jew, 
nd frae their nell the bottles drew; 
lien firſt the ſcholar's health he toaſted, 
ha's magic gart lum feed on roaſted ; 
s father's neiit,—ivne a' the refl 
Ft lis good friends that wilh'd him beſt, 
reatly o'er langſome at this time, 
a ſhort tale to put in rhyme. 
Thus, while the Miller and the Youth, 
ere blythly ſlock'ning of their drowth, 
97 etting, ſcarcely eld trac Crectings 7 
Prieft, enclos'd, ſtood vex'd and [yreating, 
Is wow!“ ſaid Hab, “if ane bre ſprer, 


© 

* 

„ 
8 


die laits appear to us ſae awfu', 
8 © hardly think your learning lawfu' 
To bring your doubts to a concluſion,” 
Ago eken I'm a Noſicrucian, 
ie of the ſet that never carries 
be rafſic with black deils or fairies; 
There's mony a ſp'rit that's no a deil, 
That conſtantiy around us wheel. 
There was a ſage call'd Albumazor, 
Who's wit was gleg as ony razor : 
rac this great man we learn'd the ſkill 
o bring theſe gentry to our will; 
ud they appear, when we've a mind, 
In ony ſhape of human kind; 
Now, if you'll drap your fooliſh fear, 
ligar my Pacolet appear.” 
Ha! b fidg'd and leugh, his elbuck clew, 
ith fear d and fond a ſp'rit to view: 
t laſt his courage wan the day, 
to the ſcholar” s will gave wa 
Beſts by this began to finei! 
rt, but kept her mind to'r {cl * 


Year Maſter James, wha brought our cheer ? 
1 


1 


l 
| 
| 
1 


—— 


— 
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She prav'd like nowdy in her drink, PAB 
But meantime tipt young James a wink. | 
James frae his eye an anſwer ſent, 
Which made the wife right well content: 
Then tarn'd to Hab, and thus advis'd : 
6 Whatc'er you [ers be nought ſurpriz'd, 
And for your ſaul, moye not your tongue, 


: | AS DL 
But ready ſtand with a great rung; 
Syne as the rn gangs marching out, 
lend . Rd 
lend him a bund rout: 


« For nought delights hun mair than knock'r 
Hab got a kent Hood by the hallan, 
And firaight the wild mitchicvous Cailan | AUT) 


Cries, N. AY Mingo, 


6 ] bidna (his by way of mocking, { Recite 
4 | 


Ee” 


Mon Horner, Hip:ct, Finke, Frago, 
ear in likens of a Pri, 

No lite a deil in fbape of veajr, 
* ith gaping ehaſis to fleg us 4 
* Haul forth, the voor tant io the wa 

Then {rae the hole where he was Penn 
The Prieſt d approach” (J, riglit well content; 
Wich ſilent pace ſtrade o'er the floor, 
»Till he was drawing near the door; 
Then to eſcape the cudgel ran, 
But was not mifs'd by t the goodman, THE Go 
Whia lent him on the neck a lounder, 
That gart him ofer the threſhold founder. 
Bande ſoon hid him frae their ſight: 
Ben flew the RIiller in a fright; 
& 7 trow,”” quoth he, 7 /.1'd well on; 


ur TW 


* 3.1 u- be's like dur ain . Tohul! 
PR 


RAB AND RINGAN: 


4 7 4 L L. 


AS DELIVERED IN THE PANTHEON 
EDIMNGURGH, 


{ Recited in the Character of a Peer Pellar } 


BY THE 


AUTHOR or WATTY Ax D MEG. 


To which is added, 
ur TWA CATS axd The CHEESE; 


A JT 4 £ £e 


DEMONSTRATING 


Tit, CREAT FOLLY OF GOING TO LAW -/ 


GIL ASGOW: 
PRINTED FOR AND SOLD BY 


Braſh & Reid. 


— . — i an * 
. 2 8 
— As ha RS Nh 


<4, cAaSs. — 


7 ſollucring Tule was recited by the Ant! er, at 
Panthiun, in a Devate en the Durflion, „Wiel 
is Difdexce, ar the Alluremenis of Pleaſure, tu 


great} Bak to Progreſs in Knowledge.“ 


RAB AND RIN GAN: 


27. 


INTRODUCTION. 
H ECH! but its aufu' like to riſe up here, 


Whar fic a fight of Icarnt fouks' pows appear ! 


Sac mony piercing ecn a' fit on ane, 
Is maiſt er ough to freeze me to a lane ! 
But its ae racreys mony thanks to fate, 
Pedlars are fr, but unco ſeldom Jie. 


785 "eating ts the Prei fer? J 
This queſ.:on, 
Ard meikle, weeka-wat's been faid abcut it: 
Chicls, that preciſely to the point can ſpcak, 
And g gallop o'er lang blauds of kittle Greck, 
Lace ſent frae ilka fide their fharp opinie 1, 
And pcel'd it up as ane wad pcel an ingon. 


[ Tle queſion bad been flolen to on beth fades ! 


this Tale was recited, which was the Inj} of ini 


given wn ths debate.) 


Sir, has been right weel diſputeh 


| wmna p 
ut only cr: 
v which y. 
I percety 


There liv 


if 7 
12's ſtom 


wife he h.: 


0 twa big 
45, Tag 4 


AGAN, a / 


Baith to tl 
Greek ar 
beat a' r. 
a ilk ane 
ae houſe t. 


It curſt po- 


RAB tauke 
tho” brain 
 ca'd the 
d chang'd 
hare'er ye 
le tale diſc 
friends ar 
1ramm'd 


he Colleg 
ſcorn'd w 
whirPd ti 
iroar'd av 
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inna plague ye lang wi' my poor fpalc, 
ut only crave your palicnce to a Tale : 
x which yell ken on whatna fide j'm ſtinun-', 


's tue . 0 , 
, 1 perceive your Lin minutes rinnin'. 


THE TALE. 


There liv'd in Fiſc, an auld, Rout, wark!ly chiel, 
n W's ſtomach kend nac fare but miit and meal ; 
wife he had, I think they ca'd her BULL, 
d twa big fons, amaiſt us heigh's hiniſel'. 
BB, was a CEP ſmart cich, avi" pouthert paſs, 
N, a fioo, feart, baſofu , ſimple hajbs 


Baith to the College gaed. At Hirſt, fprace Rang 
Greek and Latin, grew a very dab : 
beat a' roun' about him, fair and clean, 
r: d ilk ane courted him to be their frien'; 
ae houſe to houſe they harl'd him to dinner, 
bt curſt poor RINGAN ſor a Hu drum ſinner, 


R1B tauked now in fic a lofty ſtrain, 

tho? braid Scotland had been a' his ain, 

 ca'd the Kirk the Church, the Yirth the Globe, 
d chang'd his name forſooth, frae Rab to Bos, 
hare'er ye met him, flouritiing his rung, 

e hale diſcourſe was murder d wi' his tongue. 
friends and facs wi' impudence he ſet, 
ramm'd his noſe in ev'ry thing he met. 


22 


he College now, to RAB grew douf and dull, 
n Lorn'd wi? books to ſtupify his full; | 
| whirl'd to Plays and Ball, and fic like places, 
iroar'd awa at Fairs and Kiutra Races: 
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Sent hame for ſiller frac his mither BNür, ruggles, 

And caft a horſe, and rade a race himſcl'; eds all A 

D night and day, and ſyne when morta! ff ):£cs the 
d on the floor, and faor'd like cav fow ; gives 

Loſi a“ Ius fifler wi fome gambling ſparks, mobles al 


. * . . © 1 of : . 
And pawn'd for punch, his Bible and his farks Hud ſhiclds 


Til, àriyen at laſt to own he bad enough, 
ou vail 
nee Pleaſi 


Poor bom-trvm RIXGAN, play'd awther pert, eu a 


Cate lame a 7455 15 Hl aud lis TFat ler few . 


Tor Rix aN wamed neither wit nor art: wert is he 
Of mony a Ma he kend ike gate; ud by h. 
Was deep, decp learn'd, but unco, unco %. WM» wings « 
He kend how mony mile *twas to the moon, Mull'd in he 


nd He ew) 
Vi—arm' 
tabs While. 


TJlow 1 mony rele wat lave the ocean toom; 
Whare a' the ſwallows gacd in time o' ſuaw; 
What gars the thunder rear, and tempeſi bizw; 
Whiare lumps o' filler grow anezth the grun; 
How a' this yirth rows round about the fun; 
In fhort, on %s face moikle time he fpent, 

Ye cou'dna' ſpeak o' cught, but RING. Ent. 


Sae meikle learning, with ſae little ride, 
Soon gain'd the love o' a' the kintra fide, 
And Ycoil, at that time, happ'ning to nip at 
The Pariſh Miniſler a poor dull c. 

NIN GAN was ſouzht—he con'Cra foy them n 
And there he's preaching at this very day. 


ORAL. 


Now, Mr. PRESIDENT, IT think it's plain, 
That youthſu” diflitence is certain gain. 
Inſtead of block. ing up the road to know leg? 
It guices alike, in Commerce Cr at Cellege ; 


DE UE 


ruggles, the burſts of paſſion to controul, 


eds all the finer feelings of the ſoul ; 


a bes the deep-laid ſtratagems of guile, 
2 10 gives even iuunncence a [Weele! ſale - 
nobles all the little Worth we have, 


| «4 


arks Mid ſnields our virtue even to the grave. 


* 


. » - 
How vaſt the dif rence then, between the twa! 
nce Pleaſure ever is purſu'd by Pain, 
vert ea Syren, with inviting arms, 


weet is her voice, and pow'rful are her charms ; 

ur'd by her call, we tread ker flow'ry ground, 
ne. Wo» wings our ſteps, and A, warbles round; 
ull'd in her arms, we loſe the flying hours, 


n, 
nd lie embeſom'd midſt her blooming bow'rs, 
K; mM —arm'd with deat wg ſhe watches Our undoing, 


aw, while ſhe firgs, and , iumphs in our ruin. 


END CF RAB AND RINGANs 
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TWA CATS and the CHEESE: 


A TALE, 


& Law is @ draw-2ell unco deep, 

% Without a rim, faut out to beep, 

* Whan drunk—a donnart chiel may dre:p 
% Fu ſfiecly in, 

% But jinds the gate baith ſtay and ſtecp, 


« Fre out be win.” 


PERGUSON, 


154 Cats anes on a cheeſe did light, 
To which baith had an equal right ; 
But diſputes, ſuch as aft ariſe, 

Fell out, in ſharing of the prize. 


Fair play, ſaid ane, ve bite o'er thick, 
Thae teeth of your's gang wond'rous quick; 
J.et's part it, elſe, lang or the moon 
Be chang'd—the kebuck will be done 


It wha's to 


d ane may 


With join 


d laid the 


Honkcvy, 
Li ; 
1X 0 a Ji 


i he his 


N 1 Av He 10 


Cc % 
(, Unie ( 


tl {ware t: 


emure he 
ex—{in's 1 
nie Wh 
puts eac 
emnly ſay 
ind {tt ĩcte 
hen, Hfſth 
lane bang 
© out he tc 
ate a kno 
Itry'd it { 
e Cats,” 


ken to th. 
ane till't 
N weigh'd 
judge, N 
Wewh'd 1 
clients La 


tent p 
utmg Il 


R et * 
vw Care 


£03 
t wha's to do't ?—They”re parties baith, 
| ane may do the itber ſkaith. 


conn joint conſent, awa they trudge, 
laid the Che ele ciore a Judge: 
Honkey, wi' a can hel face, 
ik to a juſtice o' the Peace; 
v. hc his maſter's chair had fill'd, 
L. age he ſcem'd, in zuſtice ſkill'd; 
(mip Are cholen for diviten, 


tl: {ware to land by his deciſion. 


erure he looks—the cheeſe he pales 
—fin's it gude—ca's for the ſcales ; 
Enie W hope throw't—in twa it fell; 
puts ck ha'f in either ſhell: 

mnly ſys ““ We'll weigh tlie cafe, 
ind itt icteſi juſtice ſhall have place.“ 


en, lifting up the ſcales, he ſand 

ane bang up the tither "REP 

out he took the heavieſt ha's, 

ate a knocſt o't quickly aff, 

ltry'd it ſyne,—It Now Prev 'd light, 
red Cats,” ſaid he, 4% we'll-do you right,” 


ON, 


kn to the ither ha'f he fell, 

laid till't tcughly tooth and nail, | 

 Weigh'd in, it lighteſt prov'd. | 

edge, WW h 14 th 118 WE et procels lov'd, 

eigh'd the cafe, and {till ate on, 

«5 clients Laith, were weary grown: 
inutng how the matter went, 


_ . 7 N . ö dS 
* Cyme, come, Sir, we're bailh content 
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& Ye ſoo!s,” quoth he, „ but Juſtice too 
& aun le contenty as well as you.“ 


Thus grumbled they, thus he went on, 
TIII baith the Laives were near han' done. 
Pun Poulies 20 the daffin' ſaw, 

Of Law?! for 17 „ve, to the law ; ) 

And b begg'd the judge, that he wad pleale 
To give thera the remaining cheeſe ; 

To this lis Worſhip grave reply'd, 

« The dues of Court maun firſl be Faid, 

& nd juſtice 1 — What's to the fore 
* ill terimply do to clear your ſcore. 

& "{hat's our op PETE HE hame and 4 necps 


& 2:4 thank us ye've win aff fae cheap,” 
MONA. 


„ Then, tho' at odds wi? a' the war?”, 
& Amang ourfels we'll never quarrel, 
„% Tho' GCinord gie a cankar'd ſnarl 
To ſpoil our glee, 
As lang's there's i into the barrel, 


„% We'll erint and greé- 
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Ne dream 
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But ny it 
T., Jeb h 


WATTY AND MEG: 


OR, THE 


WIFE REFORMED. 


A TRUE TALE. 
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e dream in Courtſhip, but in Wed'ack wake; 
FOPE, 


ee; B.ſore I married Meg I'll tat my aith, 
Her tongue w0as never louder than her breath; 
| recs But now it's turn'd fae ſouple and ſae bauld 
That Nob bimſtll cou'd never thale the ſcauld. 
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WATTY AND ME 


I. 
of > 5 
Nee the froſty winds war blawin', 


eep the ſna' had wreatl'd the ploughs, 


Watty, wearvt a' Cay ſawin' *, 
Daunert down to Mungo Blue's. 
II. 
Dryſter Jock was fitting cracky, 
Wi' Pate Tamſon o' the Hill, 


& Come awa', quo” Johnny,“ Watty ? 


„% Haith we'ſe ha'e anither gill.” 
III. 
Watty, glad to fee Jock Jabos, 
And ſae mony nei'bours roun', 
Kicket frae his ſhoon the ſna' ba's, 
Syne ayont the tire fat down. 
IV. 
Owre a boord, wi” bannocks heapet, 


Cheeſe, an' ſtoups, an' glailes ſtoot ; 


Some war roarin”, ithers fleepet, 
Ithers quetly chewt their cude. 
> ' 
Jock was ſellin' Pate ſome tallow, 
A' the reſt a racket hel 
A' but Matty, wha, poor fallow, 
Sat and ſmoket by himſeP, 
. VI. 
Mungo fill'd him up a toothf: 


Drank his h = alth and Mev”s s in ane; 


Watty, puttin out a mouthfu', 
ledg'd him wi' a dreary granc. 


* Steig T. nei » 


E What' 


&« Tro 


„ Somet 


« Gud 


60 Aye,” 
« But} 
«O! I 
V hi 


„ Pye be 


« Try 
« Them 
„% Laid 


© Night 
40 Wi' 

„% Wha 
« The 


«© See ye 
« Wi 
& While 
“ Lift 


O! for 
Munge 
© Weel I 
Ken 


© After I 
© Soon 
( Brak? 1 


© Hasl 


Tor a: 


But 


„ 
vu. 
„% What's the matter, Watty, wi” you? 
« Trouth your chafts are fa'ing in! 
« Something's wrang—I'm vext to ſee you 
« Gudeſake ! but ye're deſp'rate thin!“ 
BY VIII. 
© Aye,“ quo' Watty, “ things are alter'd, 
« But it's paſt redemption now, 
» « ! I wiſh | had been halter'd 
„ When I marry'd Maggy Howe! 
IX, 
4 Pye been poor, and vext, and raggy, 
„% Try'd wi' troubles no that ſma'; 
« Them I bore but marrying Maggy 
« Laid the cape-ſtane o' them a'. 
X. 
“Night and day ſhe's ever yelpin', 
« Wi' the weans ſhe ne'er can gree 
« Whan ſhe's tir'd wi' perfect ſkelpin?, 
« Then ſhe flees like fire on me. 
XI. 
« See ye, Mungo! when ſhe'll claſh on 
« Wr her everlaſting clack, 
& Whiles I've had my nerve, in paſſion, 
“ Liftet up to break her back!“ 
XII. 
O! for gudeſake, keep frac cuſfets !* 
Mungo ſhook his head and faid, | 
© Weel I ken what fort o' life it's; | 
Ken ye, Watty, how I did? 
XIII. 
Aſter Beſs and I war kippl'd, 
Soon ſke grew like ony bear, 
Brak' my ſhins, and, when I tippl'd, 
HHarl'd out my very hair! 
X1V. | 
Tor a wee I quietly knuckl'd, | | 
But whan nacthing would prevail, | 


(4-3 


Up my claes and caſh I buckl'd, 
« Beſe:! for ever fare ye weel, : 
XV. 
Then her din grew leſs and leſs ay, 
+ Haith I gart her change her tune: 
Nov a better wife than Beſſy 
© Never ſtept in leather ſhoon. 
XVI. 
Try this, Watty.—Whan ye ſee her 
Ragin' like a roarin' flood, 
s Swear that moment that ye Il lea? her; 
That's the way to keep her gude. 
XVII. 
Laugking, ſangs, and laſſes' ſkirls, 
Echo'd now out thro” the roof; 
DoxE ! quo' Pate, and ſyne his arles 
Nail'd the Dryſfer's wauket loof. 
| XVII. 
J' the thrang o' ſtorics telling, 
Shaking han's, and joking queer, 
Swith ! a chap comes on the hallan, 
„ Mungo! is our Watty here?” 
XIX. 
Maggy's weel kent tongue and hurry, 
Dartet thro' him like a knife, 
Up the door flew—like a fury, 
In came Watty's ſcawlin* wife, 
XX. 
„ Naſty, gude-for-naething being 
« Oye ſnuffy drucken ſow ! 
:« Bringin* wife an' weans to ruin, 
% Drinkin' here wi' ſic a crew! 
XXI. 
„Devil nor your legs war broken! 
« Sic a life nae fleſh endures 
„ Toilin' like a ſlave, to ſioken 


e You, ye dyvour, and your hores 


4 Riſe ! 
« Dru 

« Riſe, t 
« Flin 


| Watty hi 


Pay'd 
Left the 
Flyting 


Fowk fra 
Mage) 
Clappet \ 
Loſt hi 


Hame, at 
Wi' a 
Ragin' li 
Kickin 


« Yell I 
& Har 
« Little 
&« But 


Watty, \ 
Ey'd h 
Sat like x 
Trein' 


dad his v 
Magg; 


Quietly t 


Sighin' 


„ Nane a 


ee Ik a 
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XXII. 
% Riſe! ye drucken beaſt o' Bethel! 
« Drink's your night and day's deſire: 
& Riſe, this precious hour! or faith I'll 
« Fling your whiſky i' the fire !”? 
XXIII. 
Matty heard her tongue unhallowt, 
Pay'd his groat wi' little din, 
Left the houſe, while Maggy fallowt, 
Flyting a' the road behin'. 
| XXIV, 
Fowk frae every door cam” lampin', 
Maggy curſt them ane and a', 
Clappet wi' her han's, and ſtampin', 
Loſt her bauchels i' the ſna'. 
XXV. 
Hame, at length, ſhe turn'd the gavel, 
Wi' a face as white's a clout, 
Ragin' like a very devil, 
Kickin? ſtools and chairs about. 
XXVI. 
“ Yell ſit wi” your limmers round ye! 
“ Hang you, Sir! I'll be your death! 
Little hauds my han's, confound you! 
„fut I cleave you to the teeth.“ 
XXVII. 
Matty, wha midſt this oration 
Ey'd her whiles, but durſtna' ſpeak, 
Sat like patient Reſignation 
Trew'ling by the ingle cheek, 
XXVIII. 
dad his wee drap broſe he ſippet, 
Maggy's tongue gacd like a bell, 
Quietly to his bed he flippet, 
Siglin' af'en to himſel'. 
XXIX. 
Nane are free frae ſome vexation, 
* Ik anc has his ills to drte; 
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& But thro? a' the hale creation 
« Is a mortal vext like me!“ 
XXX. 
A' night lang he rowt and gauntet, 
Sleep or reſt he cou'dna tak'; 
Maggy, aft wi' horror hauntet, 
Mumlin', flartet at his back. 
XXXI. 
Soon as e'er the morning peepet, 
Up raiſe Watty, waefu' chiel, 
Kiſs'd his weanies while they fleepet, 
Wakent Meg, and ſought fareweel, 
XXXII. 
« Fareweel, Meg !—And, O! may [Heavy t: 
&« Keep you ay within his care: 
« Watty's heart ye've lang been grievin', 
e Now he'll never faſh you mair, 
XXXIII. 
& Tlappy could ] been beſide you, 
« Happy baith at morn and e'en : 
„ A' the ills did e'er betide you, 
& Watty ay turn'd out your frien'. 
XXXIV. 
& Brut ye ever like to ſee me 
& Vext and ſighin' late and ajr,— 
& Farewee!, Meg! I've ſworn to lea? thee, 
&«& So thou'll never ſee me mair,”? 
XXXV. 
Meg, a' ſabbin', ſae to loſe him, 
Sic a change had never wiſt, 
Held his han' cloſe to her boſom, 
While her heart was like to bruſt. 
XXXVI. 
« O, my Watty! will ye lea' me, 
„ Frien'leſs, helpleſs, to deſpair! 
« O! for this ae time forgi'e me: 
« Never will I vex you mair.“ 


10 No, 10, 


« Glitt 
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« Liftet 
Forc'd | 
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Ihen poor 
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Round t 
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XXXVII. 


* Ave! yeve aft ſaid that, and broken 


A' your vows ten times a week. 
No, no, Meg! ! See !—there's a token 
« Glitt'ring on my bonnet check. 
XXXVI1!T, 
& Owre the ſeas I march this e 
« Liſtet, teſtet, Worn an' a 
Forc'd by your confounded. girning; 
« Fareweel, Meg ! for I'm awa'.“ 
XXXIX. 
Then poor Maggy's tears and clamour 
Guſht afreſh, and louder grew, 
hile the weans, wi' mournfu' yaumer, 
Round their ſabbin' mother flew, 
XL. 
Thro' the yirth Ill wauner w!? vou 
« Stay, O Watty ! ſtay at hame. 
Here, upo' my knees, I'll gre you 
* Ony vow ye like to name, 
XII. 
See your poor young lammies pleadin'; 
« Will ye gang an' break our heart! 
No a be to put our head in! 
66 No a /iien” to take our part.“ 
p $85 
ha word came like a bullet; 
Watty's heart be;-oud to ſhake ; 
na kiſt he laid his wallet, 
Dightet baith his cen and ſpake. 
XLIII. 
Fance mair I cou'd by writing 
« Lea” the ſogers and ſtay ſtill, 
Wad you ſwear to drap your {ipiing 2 
Fes, O Watty ! yes, I will.” 
XIV. | 
Then,” quo? Watty, “ mind be honeſt : 
Ay to keep your temper ſtrive; 


CE 
«© Gin ye break this dreadfu' promiſes 
« Never mair expect to thrive. 
| XLV. 
% Marget Howe! this hour ye ſolemn 
« Swear by every thing that's gude. 
«© Ne'er again your ſpouſe to ſcawl' him, 
„ While life warms your heart and blocd: 
XLVI. 
That yell ne'er in Mungo's ſeek me, — 
* Ne'er put dructen to my name— 
Never out at e'ening ſteek me 
& Never gloom whan I come hame: 
XLII. 
That yell ne'er, like Beſſy Miller, 
« Kick my ſhins, or rug my hair 
Laſtly, I' to beep the filler, 
% This upo' your ſaul ye ſwear ? 
XVII. h 
Oh!“ quo Meg, —“ Awee),” quo? Watt 
% Fareweel I—faith I'll try the ſeas.” 
O ſtan' ſtill,” quo” Meg, and grat ay; 
«© Ony,—ony way ye pleaſe.” 
XLIX. 
Maggy ſyne, becauſe he preſt her, 
Swore to a' thing owre again: Z. 
Watty lap, and danc'd, and kiſs'd her; 
Wow! but he was won'rous fain. 4 
a L. 
Down he threw his Naff victorious; 
Aff gacd bonnet, Claes, and ſhoon; 
Zyne anzath the blankets, glorious ! 
Beld anither Hinney- Moone 
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Let thou and 7, in bumpers full, 
This grand affair decide; 

Accurs'd be be, duke Wharton ſail, 
By a Lem it is denied, 
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THE EARL'S DEFEAT : Sir My 


A tr 
Right 
A BACCHANALIAN PARODY In d 
ON TRE 
BALLAD OF CHEVY CHACE. 
—'ẃyd̃ —— The bi 
Six i 
Tune - Clevy Clace. And w 
I. The; 
Goyp proſper long from being broke 
The Luck + of Eden Hall, 
A doleful drinking- bout I ſing, 3 
There lately did befal. The 
And an 
II. | Thu: 
l To chaſe the ſpleen with cup and can 
1 . Duke Philip took bis way, 
| Babes yet unborn ſhall never ſee Saddle 
| l The like of ſuch a day. Pll b 
| 0 And, m 
[ III. We'l 
| The tout and ever-thirſty duke 
| A ve to God did make, 
His pleaſure within Cumberland Lo! yo 
Three live-long nights to take. Did 
3 "Tis we 
How 


Ain bumper at Sir ChriflepLer Musgrave“. 


IV. 


Sir Muſgrave too of Martindale, 
A true and worthy knight, 

Right ſoon with him a bargain made, 
In drinking to delight. 


V. 


The bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, 
Six in a hand went round; 

And with their calling for more wine, 
They made the hall reſound. 


VI. 


Now when theſe merry tidings reach's. 
The earl of Harold's ears, 

And am I (quoth he, with aa oath 
Thus lighted by my peers ? 


VIL 


Saddle my ſteed, bring forth my boots, 
Pl be with them right quick; 

And, maſter ſheriff, come you too; 
We'll kaow this ſcurvy trick. 


VIII. 


Lo! yonder doth earl Harold come; 
(Did one at table ſay;) 

"Tis well, replied the mettle duke, 
How will he get away ? 


332 Ai. 
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When thus the earl began, Great duke, 
T'il know how this did chance, 
Without inviting me, {ure this 
Tou did not learn in France. 


I” 
F4iY 


One of us two, fer this offence, 
Under the card Wal! lie; 

{ know thee well, a duke thou art, 
So ſome years hence ſhall J. 


XI. 


But truſt me, Wharton, pity it were, 
So much good wine to ſpill, 

As theſe companions here may drink, 
Ere they have lad their fill. 


XII. 


Let thou and I, in bumpers ſull, 
This grand 2frair decide; 

Accurs'd he ke, duke Wharton ſaid, 
By whom it is denicd. 


XIII. 


To Andrews and to Hothara fair, 
Many a pint went round, 

And many a gallant gentleman 

Lay fick upon the ground, 


C34 


XIV. 


When, at the laſt, the duke eſpied 
He had the earl ſecure ; 

Lle plicd him with a full pint glaſs, 
Which laid him on the floor. 


XV. 


Who never ſpoke more words than theſe, 
After he downward ſunk, 

My worthy friends, revenge my fall, 
Duke Wharton ſees me drunk. 


XVI. 


Then, with a groan, duke Philip took 
he tick man by tae joint, 
And laid, carl Harold ſtead of thee, 
Would 1 had drunk the pint. 


XVII. 


Alack ! my very heart doth bleed, 
And doih within me fink, 

For ſurely a more ſober carl 
Did never ſwallow drink, 


XVIII. 


With that the ſheriff], in a rage, 
To ſee the earl ſo ſmit, 

Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk pcer 
Upon renown'd ſir Kit. 


XIX. 


Then ſtepp'd a gallant *ſquire forth, 
Of viſage thin and pale, 

Lloyd was his name, and of Gang-llall, 
Faſt by the river Swale. 


XX. 


Who ſaid he would not have it told, 
Where Eden river ran, 

That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by; 
So, ſheriff, I'm your man. 


XXI. 


Now when theſe tidings reach'd the room. . 


Where the duke lay in bed, 
How that the *ſquire ſuddenly 
Upon the floor was laid. 


XXII. 


O heavy tidings! (quoth the duke? 
Cumberland witneſs be, 

I have not any toper more, 
Of ſuch account as he. 


XXIII. 


Like tidings to earl Thanet came, 
Within as ſhort a ſpace, 

How that the under-ſheriff too 
Was fallen from his place. 


Now | 


C33 
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Now God be with him (faid the earl) 
Sith *twill no better be, 

i truſt I have within my town, 
As drunken knights as he, 


XXV. 


Of all the number that were there, 
Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield; 

But with a bumper in his hand, 
He ſtagger'd o'er the field. 


XXVI. 


Thus did this dire contention end; 

And each man of the ſlain, 

Were quickly carried off to bed, 
Their ſenſes to regain. 


d 


XXVII. 


God bleſs the king, the ducheſs fat, 
And keep the land in peace, 


And grant that drunkenneſs henceforth 


Mong noblemen may ceaſe. 


XXVIII. 


And likewiſe bleſs our royal prinze, 
The nation's other hope, 

And give us grace for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. 


THE 


HAPPY'SHEFPFHERD: 
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I. 


[ exvy not the mighty great, 
Thoſe powerful rulers of the ſtate, 
Who ſettle nations as they pleaſe, 
And govern at th' expence of eaſe. 


II. 


Far happier the ſhepherd ſwain, 
Who daily drudges on the plain, 
And nightly in ſome humble ſhed 
On ruſty pillows lays his head. 


III. 


No curs'd ambition breaks his reſt, 
No factious wars divide his breaſt : 
His flock, his pipe, and artleſs Fair, 
Are all his hope, and all his care, 
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CHEVY-CHACE. 


ANCIENT BALLAD. 


— —— - -. ¶ ↄũ'¾ö — 


0D proſper long our noble king, 
Our lives and fafetyes all; 

A woful hunting once there did 
ln Chevy-Chace belz1!; 

To drive the deere with hound and horn e, 
Earl Percy took his way; 

The child may rue that is unborn-, 
The hunting ot that day. 

The ſtout earl of Northumberland 
A vow to God bid wake, 

His plcaſure in the Sc: ati woods 
Three ſummer days to take; 

The cheefeſt harts in Chevy-Chace 
To kill and baare away, 

Theſe tydings to carl ZNouglas came, 
In Scotland where he lay: 

Who ſent ear] Percy preſent word, 
He would prevent h:s ſport. 

ihe Engliſh carl not ſcaring this, 
Did to the woods reſort ; 

Wich ſiſteen hundred bew-men bold, 
All choſen men of might, 

Who knew full well in time of neede, 
Lo aime their ſhaſts aright. 

The gallant grey hound, ſwiſtly ran, 
To chaſe the fallow-decre! 
1 Monday they began to hunt, 
Ere day-light did appeare; 


8 Aud long bcfore bigh noone they had 
An hundred fat buckes flaine; 
Then having din'd, the drovers went 
To rouze them up againc. 


9 The bow-men muſtercd on the hills, 
Well able to endure; 
Their backſides all, with ſpeciall care, 
That day were guarded ſure. 


19 The hounds ran ſwiſtly through the wo 
The nimble deere to take, 

And with their cryes the hills and dales 
An cccho ſhrill did make, 


11 Lord Percy to the quarry went, 
To view the tender deere; 
Quoth he, carl Douglas promiſed 
This day to meete me hee 


12 But if I thought he would not come, 
No longer wold I ſtay. 
With that a brave younge gentleman 


Thus to the earl did fore; 


13 Loe yonder Goth carl Douglas come, 
His men in armour bright; 
Full twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpeares 
All marching in our fight; 


14 All men of pleaſant Tivydale, 
Faſt by the river Tweede: 
Then ceaſe your ſport, carl Percy ſaid, 
And take your bowes with ſpeede: 


15 And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage forth advance; 
For never was there champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, 
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nen ſtept 


W. ithering 
ho ſaid, I 
To He enry 


. 

That cver did on horſchbacke come, 
But if my hap it were 

durſt encounter man for man, 
With him to breake a [peare. 


Lite !teedo 
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Earl Douglas on a milke- 
Moſt like a baron bold, 
Rode foremoſt of lis company, 
Whoſe armour ſhone like gold: 
Show me, ſayd he, whoſe men you bee, 
That hunt ſoe boldly hecre, 
That, without my conſent, doe ch 
And kill my fallow-dezre! 
The man that firſt did anſwer make, 
Was noble Percy hee; 
ho ſayd, we lit not to declare, 
Nor ſhew whoſe men wee bee: 
Yet will wee ſpend our dcerelt blood, 
Thy cheefeſt harts to Nlay. 
hen Douglas ſwore a ſolemn oathe, 
And thus in rage did ſay, 
dre thus I will out-braved bee, 
One of us two ſhall dye: 
mow thee well, an car! thou art; 
Lord Percy ſoe am I. 
but truſt me, Percy, pittye it were, 
And great off2nce to kill 
ny of theſe our harmleſſe men, 
For they have done no ill. 
Let thou and I the battell trye, 
And ſet our men aſide. 
ceurs'd bee hee, lord Percy ſayd,. 
By whome this is deny'd. 
nen ſtept a gallant ſquire forth, 
Witherington was his name, 
ho ſaid, I weld not have it told 
Jo Henry our King for ſhame, 
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25 That cer my captaine fought on ſoote, 


1 \ n 
and! Hood looking on. 


You bet two earls; ſayd Witherington, 
And Ja ſquire e 


6 lle doe tlie beſt chat doe I may, 
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Wh:ie | have povrer to cld my Word, 


Lie fokt wit heart and hand. 
27 Our Engl archers bent their bowes, 
Their hearts were good and trew; 
At the firſt flight of arrowes lent, 
Full threecſcore vc >ts they flew. 


> 


23 To drive the deere with hound and hornc, 


Earl Douglas hag the bent; 


Two captaines mov'd with mickle pride, 


cares to ſhivers went. 
29 They clos d full fait on evetye fide, 
Noc flackncſs there was found; 


\: y _— <p „ * 11 in + * 1e 10 
4 Na TVS a4 Lenne Seantiema! 
4 a 


1 7 n by. % * 1 - . — 
Jun gaſping on the ground. 


— 


50 + Obriſt! 4 Nas 3 griefe TO ſee, 
And likewiſe for to heare, 
Ihe cries of men lying in their gore; 


And ſcatter'd here and there. 


27 At laſt th f two out carles did meet, 


Like captaines of great might; 


Like lyons wood, they layd on load, 
And made a cruel] fight: 


32 They fought untill they both did ſweat, 


With ſwords of teinper'd ſteele; 
Untill the blood, like drops of rain, 
They trickkng down did feele. 


33 Yicld thee, lord Percy, Douglas ſayd; 


In faith 1 will th:e bring, 
Wiieré thou ſhalt high advanced bee 
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24 Thy ranſome 3 Wii irecly give, 


Aud thus report of thee, 


Thou art the myſt couragious knight 


— 


That ever 1 did ſee. 


35 Noc, Douglas, quoth eat! Fercy tiren, 


Thy profter I do {corne; 
| will not yeeld to aay Scott 


I'nat ever yet was borne. 


536 With that, there came an arrow kecne 
Out of an Engliſh bow, 
Which ſtrucke carl Douglas to the heart, 
A deepe and deadiye blow: 
37 Who never ſpoke more words than theſe, 
Fight on, ny merry men all; 
For why, my lite is at end; 


Lord Percy ſees my fall. 


433 Thea leaving life, earl Percy tooke 
The dead man by the hand; 
And ia:d, carl Douglas, for thy life 


Wold ! had lot my land. 


39 O Chriſt! my very heart doth bleed, 
With forrow for thy ſake; 
For ſure, a more renowned knight 


Miſchance did never take. 


40 A knight amongſt the Scotts there was, 
Which ſaw earl Douglas dye, 
Who ſtreight in wrath did vow revenge 
Upon the lord Percy: 


41 Sir Hugh Mountgomery was he call'd, 
Who, with a ſpeare moſt bright, 
Well-mouated on a gallant fteed, 
Ran fiercely through the fight; 
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42 And paſt the Engliſh archers all, 
Without all dread or fear; 
And thro? earl Percy's body then 
He thruſt his katctull ſpeare; 


43 With ſuch a vehement ſorce and might 


He did his body gore, 
The ſpcare went through the other ſidò 
A large cjoth-yard, and more. 


44 So thus did both theſe nobles dye, 
Wheſe cour none could ſtaine: 
An Engliſh e then perceiv'd 
The noble earl was ſlaine; 


5 He had a bow beat in his hand, 
Made of a truity tree; 
\ An arrow of a cloth-yard long 
Up to the head drew hee; 
46 Againſt Sir Hugh Mountgomery, 
So right the ſhaft he ſett, 


The grey gooſe-wing that was thereon, 
In Jus heart's blood was wett. 


47 This fizht did laſt from breake of day, 


Till ſetting of the lun; 
For when they rung the evening bell, 


The battel ſcarce was done. 


48 Wich brave earl Percy, there was ſlaine 


Sir John of Ogerton, + 
Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John, 
Sir James that bold baron; 


43 And with Sir George and ſtout Sir James, 


Both knights of good account, 


Good Sir Ralph Rabby there was ſlaine, 


Whoſe proweſſe did ſurmount. 


The names here ſem to be corrupled from the old cof y. 


f * 2 
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0 For Witherington needs muſt I wayle 
As one in Coleful dump <3; “ 
Fer when his eggs were ſmitten off, 
He ſougkht upon his ſtumpes. 
51 Ard wit! cart Douglas, there vras flaine 


Sir Bughn Mountaomery; 


* 
* 


* 


* 1 = * * 1 3 
Sir Charles Murray, that from the fceid 


One focte wold never flee. 
52 Sir Charles Murray, of Ratcliff, too, 
Eis tiers ſonne was hee; 
Sir David Lomb, fo well eiteem'd, 
Yet ſaved cold not bee. 
5 Andi the lord Maxwell in like calc 
Did with carl Douglas dye; 
Of twenty nundred Scottiſh ſpcares, 
Scarce kity-five did flye. 


— 


54 Of fifteen hundred Engliſh men, 
Went home? but ſifty- three; 
The reſt vere flaine in Chevy-Chace, 
Under tle green woode tree. 
55 Next day did many widowes come, 
Their huſbands to bewayle; 
Tl.cy waſht their wounds in briniſh teares, 
But all wold not prevayle. 
56 Their bodyes, bath'd in purple gore, 
They bare with them away; 
They kiſt them dead a thouſand times, 
When they were cladd m clay, 
55 This news was brought to Edenborrow, 
Where Scotlands king did rayne, 
That brave earl Douglas ſuddenlye 
Was with an arrow flaine: 


+ i. e. T as one in deep concern muſt lament,” 


cenſtruction here has generally been miſunderſtood, 
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8 O heavy news, king James did ſay, 
Scotland can wituctle bee, 
J have not apy captaine more 
Ol ſuch account as hee. 
59 Like tydiggs to ling Henry came, 
f [:07t a ſpacc, 
That Percy of Nortnumbetland 
Was flaine ii. Chevy-Cliace. 
Go Now God be with him, ſaid our king, 
S: h it wi 20 better bee; 
I trill: 1 have, within my realme, 
Five hundred as good as hee: 
61 Vert ſhail net Scotts nor Scotland iay, 
But! will vengeance take, 
I'll be revenged on them all, 
For brave earl Percy's lake. 
52 This yow full well the king periorm d 
Aſter, on Humbledowne; 
In one day, fifty knights were layns, 
With lords of great renowne: 
-03 And of the ret, of ſmall account, 
Did many thouſand dye; 


Thus endeth the hunting of Chevy-Chacc, 


Made by the earl Percy. 
64 God fave the king, and bleſs this land 
In plenty, joy, _ peace; 
And grant henceforth, that ſoul debate 
Twixt noblemen may ceaſe. 
FI N-I-S. 
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IJ. SPRING. 
8 l. a 
HEN, approach'd by the fair dewy ſiu gers of Spi, 


welling buds open firit, and look gag; 
en the birds on the bouglis by heir mates fit and ug 
md are danc'd by the breeze oa each fpray; 
II. 
en gently deſcending, the rain in ſoft ſuowers, 


rich 3 its moiſture refreſnes the ground; 
d the OE as they hang on the * and the owe 


ke rich gem s beam a luſtre aroun 
YT 


en the vood-pigecons fit on the branches aad coo; 
nd the cuckoo proctums with his voice, | 
it Nature marks this for the ſ-aſon to woo, 
aud for all that can love to re 30¹ GE: 
IV. 
2 cottage at night may I ſpend all my time, 5 
n the ſiclds and the meadows all day, 
a maiden whole charms axe as yet in their prime. | 
oung as April, and blocming as May! 
1 2 
en the lark with ſhrill notes ſir gs aloft in the morn, 
day my faireſt and I ſweetly wake, 
the far diſtant hills, which the ſun-beanis adorn, 16 
Ihen ariſe, and cur cottage ſorſeke, | 1 
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VI. 


When the ſun ſhines fo warm, that my charmer a 
en 1 talk « 


Thot the ſe 


1 tear tha 


May recline on the turf without fear, 
Let us there all vain thoughts and ambition dcf-, 


While we breathe the firſt ſweets of the year. 
VII. 
Be this ſpot on a hill, and a ſpring from it's ſid: 


Vith my 1 


e fit, or \ 
1d Lot no 
lee none et 


Bubble out, and tranſparently fiovy, 
Creep gently along in meanders, and glide 
Thro' the vale ftrew'd wich daiſies below. 
| Vi: --- 
nile the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſſom, and irs, 


s her eyes 


And the violets their ſweetneſs impart, 
Let me hang on her neck, and ſo taſte from her Ii; 
The rich cordial that thrills to the heart. 
IX, 
VÞile the dove fits lamenting the loſs of its mate, 
Vhich the fowler has caught in his ſnares, 
May we think ourſelves bleſs'd that it is not our ft: 


len evening 
Vith the de 
1 my arm 


t us haſte 


'To endure ſuch an ablence as theirs, 
X. 
May I liſten to all her ſoft, tender, ſweet notes, 
When ſhe ſings, and no ſounds interfere, 
But the warbling of birds, which in ſtretching th<:r t 
Are at ſtrife to be louder than her. 
| XI. 
When the daiſies, and cowflips, and primroſcs blow, 
And chequer the meads and the lawns, 
May we fee bounding there the ſwift light-ſooted de 
And purſue with our eye the young fawns. 
XII. 
AVhen the lapvrings, juſt fledg'd, o'er the turf talc the: 
And the ſirſtlings are all at their play, 
And the harmieſs young lambs ſkip about in the ſun, 
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XIII. 
en I talk of my love, ſhould I chance to cſpy 


[hot ſhe ſeems to miſtruſt what I ſay, 


2 tear that is ready to fall from her eye, 
Vith my lips let me wipe it away. 

XIV. 
© fit, or vie walk, may I coſt round my cyes, 
ad let no fing!- beauty eſcape; 
[ce none to create {© much love and ſurprize, 
her eyes, and her face, and her ſhape. 

XV. 
s each day let us paſs, till the buds turn to leaves, 
ind the meadows around us are mon; 
* the laſs on the fweet-ſmeling hay cock recerves 
ſhat ſhe afterwards bluſhes to on. 

XVI. 
len evenings grow cool, and the flow'rs hang their heads 
"1th the dew, then no longer we'll roam, 
a my arm round her waiſt, in a path thro' the meads, 
us haſten to find our way home. 

XVII. 
2 the birds are at rooſt, with their heads in their wings, 
ech one by the ſide of its mate; 
en a miſt that ariſes, a drowſineſs brings 
don all but the owl and the bat: 

XVIII. 
n ſoft reſt is requir'd, and the ſtars lend their light, 
ach all nature lies quiet and ſtill; 
m no {cund breaks the ſacred repoſe of the night, 
ut, at diſtance, the clack of a mill: 

AIX. 
b peace for our pillow, and free from all noiſe, 
that voices in Mhifpers are known; 
us give and receive all the nameleſs foft joys 


1 23.56 1 3 e e , 
it are mus'd on bv lovers alone. 
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I SUMMER. 
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R | ; 1 
W HERF the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall: 


With my fair-one as blooming as May, 
Undiſturb'd by ali ſound, but the fighs of the breeze, 
Let me pals the hot noon of the day. 
II. 
When the ſun, leſs intenſe, to the weſtward inclines. 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 
Ard ſve the 597 dance 23 inverted he ſhines, 
On the tace of ;ome river or lake: 
III. 
Where my füreſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, 
(Tor tis ſie that mail ſtill be my theme) 
Yur two fhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 
While the fiſh are at play in the ſtream. 
IV. 


lay the herds ceaſe to "RY and the lambkins to bleat, 


When the ſings me ſome amorous ſtriin; 
Eu be fi) nt, and huſh'd, unleſs echo repea 
The kind werds and ſweet ſuunds back again. 
V. 
And a en we return to our cottage at night, 
Haud in hand as we ſaantering ſtray, 
Le' the moon's 
Juſt direct us, and chequer our way. 
VI. 
Let the nighringale wurble its notes in our walk, 
As thus genty nd Newly we move; 
And let nc Hi. gle thought he 2xpreſ-'d in our talk, 
' 11:0 love. 
VI, 
„ theſe rural delight? 


But of fii.nufl p improv” 


Thus en 


And ure from ambition'sahums, 
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IL AUTUMN. 


J. 
Tuo the ſeaſons muſt alter, ah! yet let me find, 
What all muſt confeſs to be rare, 
A female ſtill chearful, and faithful and kind, 
The bleſſings of Autumn to ſhare. 
II. 
Let one ſide of our cottage, a flouriſhing vine, 
| Overipread with its branches and ſhade; 
Whoſe cluſters appear more tranſparent and fine, 
As its leaves are beginning to fac 
III. 
When the fruit makes the branches bend down with its load, 
In our orchard furrounded with pales; 
m a bed of clean ſtraw let our apples be flow 'd, 
For a tart that in winter recales. 
IV. 
When the vapours that riſe from the earth in the morn 
Secm to hang on its ſurface like ſmoke, 
Till diſpers'd by the fun that gilds over the corn, 
Within doors let us prattle and joke. 
V. 
But when we ſee clear all the hues of the leaves, 
And at work in the fields are all hands, 
5ome in reaping the wheat, others binding the ſheaves, 
Let us careleſsly ſtroll o'er the lands. 
VI. | 
How plcaſing the ſight of the toiling they make 
To collect what kind Nature has ſent! 
Heaven grant we may not of their labcur partake; 
But, oh! give us their happy content. 


(6 3 
VII. 
And ſometimes on a bank, under th:de, by a brook, 
Let us fitently ſic at our eaſe, 
And tire gaze on the {tream, till the fiſh on the nook 
TICS hard to PLocue 'ts releate. 
Viil. 
And now, when th? huſhmid man ſings harveſt-home, 


And the corn's 1 : t do the 


When the long viſhi d- for *.m- cf their meeting is come, 


To frol ick, and feaſt, aud eaccule: 
IX 
When the leaves from the trees are begun to be ſhed, 
And ure leov:ing the branches ail bace, 


Either ſtrew'd at the rovts, ſhriveitd, wither'd, aud dead, 


Or cile blown to and fro in the aur; 


X. 


When the ways are fo miry, that bogs they might ſeem, 


And the axle-rr--s rewdy to brenk, 
Vihite rhe waggor-r wiritic: in ſtopping hig team, 
Ard then cups the puor judes on the neck: 
XI. 
g the cry of the hounds, 
Or the feasful young covey belet; 
Which tio iku!::; 
Arc becoming a prey to the net. 
XII. 
Let's enjoy all the eure retirement affords, 


In the morning let's! 


Saul) amus'd uh cheſe innocent iports, 
Nor once envy the pomp of fine ladies and lords, 
With their grand entertainments in ceurts. 
XIII. 
lu the cy ning, when lovers are leaning on ſcyles 
Deep engeg'd in ſome tmorous chat, 
And 'Us very Well kaewn by 1:4 rin and her fits, 
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XIV. 
To our dwe Mi ing, tho' homely, well-pleas'd to repair, 
Let our mutual endearments revive; z 
And let no ſingle action or Icok but declare, 
How contcnted and happy we live. 
XV. 
Should ideas ariſe that may ruffle the ſoul, 
Let ſoft muſi ek the AG toms remove; 
'tiz harmony only has force to controul, 
And unite all the paſſions in love. 
XVI. 
With her eyes but helf open, her cap all awry, 
When the laſs is preparing for bed, 
And the flzepy dull cloven, who tits nodding juſt by. 
; Sometimes rouſes and ſcratches his head: 
XVII. 
In the night when 'tis cloudy, and rainy, and dark, 


And the labourers ſnore as they lie, 
Not a noite-to diſturb us, unleſs a dog bark, 
In thc farm, or the village hard by: 
XVIII. 
At the time of ſweet reſt, and of quiet like this, 
Ere our eyes are clos'd up in their Ids, 
Let us welcome the ſeaſon, and taſte of that bliſs | 
Which the ſun-ſhine and day-light forbids! | 


V..WINTER 


i 
Wurd the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt; 
Vhen Nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, | 
And the ſtreanis are faſt bound with the froſt: 10 
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II. 


As bleak the winds northeraly blow; 
And the innocent flocks run for warmth to the fold, 
With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow: 
TIT. 
In the yard, when the cattle are ſodder'd with ſtraw, 
And they ſend forth their breath in a team; 
And the neat-looking dairy-maid fees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream: 
IV. 
When the ſweet country-maiden, as freſh as 2 roſe, 
As ſhe careleſely trips often Nides, 
And the ruſticks laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhows 
All the charms that her modcity hides: 
| V. 
When the lads and the laffes for company join'd, 
In a crowd round the embers are met, 
Talk cf fairics and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts, till they're all in a ſweat: 
VI. 
Heav'n grant, in this ſeaſon, it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire; 
While the icicles hang from the eaves.of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire! 
VII. 


Where in ncatneſs and quiet—and free from ſurprige, 


We may live, and no hardſhips endure; 
Nor fec! any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 


But ſuch as each other may cure! 


FINIS. 


While the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhivering with cold, 
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II. They liſts 


She weeps not, y<t oftca and deeply ſhe ſighs, 
She never complains, but her Glence naplics 


the compoſure ct ſettled diſkreis. 


No aid, no compaſſion the maniac will ſeck, 
Cold and hunger awake not her cars: 


: 1:s ploavy 
'F'kro' her rags do the winds of the winter blow bleu. . 


ih bs [ 
ba p 10 nent 
On ker poor withered boſom half bare, and her ches c 
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Has the deathy pale hue ct de ſpar. 
III. * Who 65 


Vet chearful and llappy, not diitant the day, 
Poor Mary the maniac has been 
The traveller remembers, who journcy'd this way, — 45 
Y 2 5 8 G he hag 
No damſel fo loveiy, no dumſel fo gay, Aad cont 


As Maury the m ald of the inn. 
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Her heart was a ſtrunger to cul diſh aftrigt, hat NI 
And Mary would walk by the abbey at night 


0 Then Wage 
v. lien the wind Whiſtled down the dark aiſle, 
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V. 

Kc lov'd, and young Richard had ſettled the day, 
And the hop'd to be happy for bie 

Put Richard was idle and worthleſs, and they 

Who knew kim would pity poor Mary and fey, 
That mne was too good for bis wife. 


VI. 
„nas in autumn, and ſtormy and dark was the night. 
And ſaſt were the windoves and door; 
v0 CD ſat enjoying the fire that bura bright. 
ſmoking in fence with tranquil delight 
They liſtensd to hear the v.ind roar. 


VII. 


Lis pleaſant, cried one, “ ſeated by the ſtre · ſide 
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„ Who Gould wander tie ruins about. 


| myſelf ike a chool-bov, ſtiould tremble to hear 
The hoarte ivy hake over my head; 

And could fancy 1 ſaw, half perſuaded by fear, 
We ugly old abbot's white fpirit appear, 


* 


* For this wind might awaken the dead!“ 


IX. 
'l wager a dinner,“ the other one cried, 
hat Mory would venture there now.“ 
Then wager anc. loſe!” with a ineer he replicd, 
n warrant ſhe'd fancy a ghoſt by her ſide, 
Vid faint if ne ſavy a white cow.“ 


Will Mary this charge on her courage allow? 
His companion exclaim'd with a ſmile; 

J mall win, for I know the will venture there now, 

And carn a new bonnet by brir: ging 2 bough 


*» 


* From the cider that gros in | the: aills. 
XI. 
With fearleſs good humour did Mary comply, 
And her way to the abbey ſhe bent; 
The night it was dark, and the wind it was hich, 
And as hotowly howling it ſwept thlñro' the fl. 
She ſuiver'd with coid as ſhe went. 


XII. 


O'er the path ſo well known fill procecded the mui. 


Where the abbey roſe dim on the ſight, 
Thro' the eate-way ihe enter'd, ſhe ſelt not afraicl, 
Let the ruins were Jonely and wild, and their ſhad 
Secm'sd to Ecepen the gloom cf the niglit. 


XIII. 


All round her was ſilent, ſave when the rude bl. 
Howl'd diſmally round the old pile; 
Over weed-cover'd fragments ſtill fearleſs ſhe paſ'. 
And arriv'd in the innermoſt ruin at laſt 
Where the elder tree grew in the alle, 


XIV, 


Weil pleas'd did ſhe reach it, and quickly drew neai. 


And haſtily gather'd the bough: 
When the ſound of a voice ſeem'd to rife on her- 
She paus'd, and ſhe liſten'd, ail eager to Bear, 
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1 „che hoarſe ivy ſhook over her head, 

He liſten' + none elſe could ſhe ma 
The wind ceas'd, her heart ſunk in her boſom with dread. 
Far the heard in the ruins OY. the tread 

Of foutiteps zpproacking her noat 


XVI. 
Znind a wide column, half breathlels with ſear, 
She crept to conceal herſelf there: 


- 


That inſtant the moon òö'er a dark cloud ſhone clear. 
\nd ſhe ſaw. in the moonlight two rulkans appear, 


4 wi AE ! 1 1 
And between thema corple did they bear, 
XVII. 
1 9 5 * 50 * 1990 
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XVIII. 
Curſe the hat!“ he exclaims, “ nay come on and fil ſt hide, 
The dead body, his comrace replies. 
She beheld them in ſafety pais on by her bes 
dhe ſeizes the hat, fear her courage ſurplicd, 


And falt thryg? tho abbey ſhe H 45 7 
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Sie ran with wild tpced, the ruſti'd in at tac dor, 

She gaz'd burribly eager arouno, 
ken her limbs could ſupport their faint burden no mote, 
und exhauſtcd and breathleſs ſhe ſunk on the Hor 


nate to utter a ſound, 
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nh a wot lt the hat met her view — 
Her eyes from that 


&3+.:E: convulſively ſtart, 


For—oh,C od, har cold horror then thrili'd thro? 
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XXI. 
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Where the old abbey ſtands, on the com 


IIis zibbet 18 NN to be ſeen. 


Not fer from the road it engages the eye 
* 


n hard SS I 


hs traveller beholds it, and thinks with a ſig! 
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NEIGHBOUR DICX. 


I. 
"Hos comes it, neighbour Dick. 


That you, with taſte uncommon, 


Have ſerv'd tne girls this aha 


nd wedded an old woman? 


II. 


Tach belle condemns the choice 


Of a 2 ſo gay and ſprightly; 


Put we, your friends, rejoice 


That ES ave ju de d fo rightlx. 


Of 


A! 


III. 
Though od to fore it ſounds 


That on threefcors you vertur'd; 
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des IV. 
Beau, „o. know, will fade, 
As ors the fhort-liv'd flow'r; 
Nor <n tie faireſt maid 


Ensure her bloom an hour. 


V. 
But wiſely you reſign, 
For ſixty, charms ſo tranſicat; 
As the curious value coin 


74 a 1 . . 
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The more for being antient. 


VI. 
Obſerving hence, by you, 
In marriage ſuch decorunt, 
Still wifer youths fhall do 


As you have done before 'em. 


vn. | 
With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee 
The fading beauties round ber; 
While ſhe herſelf hull be 


The ſelf-iame thing you found her. 


Oft is the marriage-ſtate 
With jeatouſy attended; 

And hence, through foul debate, 
Are nuptial joys fuſpended. 
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IX. MO 


But you with ſach a wife 

No jealous fears are under, 
She's yours alone for life — 

Or much we all ſhall wonder, 


X. 
Her death would gneve you orc, 
But let not that torment you; 
My life, ſhe'll fee fourſcore, 
It that will but content you, 


5 4 


On this you may rely, 
For the pains you took to wan her. 
She'll ne'cr in chiid-bed dis, 


Unleſs the Devil's in Her. 


XII. 


Some have the name of hel 


To matrimony given; 
How fallely you can tell, 


Who find it ſuch a heaven. 


XIII. 
Each day of yours, and night. 
Is crown'd with joy and giadne':>, 
While envious virgins bite 
Their hated ſhects for madnet 


XIV. 
With ſpouſe long ſhare the hlits 
You'd miſs'd in any other; 


Ard when you've bury'd this, 
May you have ſuch another! 
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IJ. 
% many a jovial Club Ton Rivg was known, 


Wich whom luis ative wit uorivall ld hon 
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Choice Spir't, grave Free Maſon, Buck and Blood, 
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Wold crowd his Stories and Hu Au., to hear, 
And non a dtap pointnient e'cr could fear, 


Parr humour flow'd in ſuch a copious flood. 


III. 
% hin a frolie was a ligh delight. 


4 Folie Jou would hunt for day and night, 


Curciels how Prudence on the [port miglit 1rown; 


if er a es miſchief iprang to view, . 
At once o'er hedge and ditch away Tom flew, 
Nor leit the game till he had run it down, 
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hne niglit our IIero, rambling with a friend, 

car fim'd St. Giles's chanc'd his courſe to bend. 
juſt by that {pot the Seven Dials height; — 
was ſtlencc all arcund, clear was the coal:, 

ie watch, as uſual, dozing on his poſc, 


And ſcarce à lamp diiplay'd a twinkling liv it 


V. 
raundthiis place there liv'd the num'reus clan, 
nonelt, plodding, Foreign Artizans, 
N.10Wn at that time by name of REPUGEES— 
rod of Perſecution from their home 
mpell'd the inoftcalive.race tc roam, 
and here they lighted, Lke a Ivrarm of bces. 


I. 


* and his friend were ſaunt'ring thro" the {tr ee 


nopes ſome lo for Innour ſoon to meet, 
When, in a vwiidow near, a light they view; 
though a dim and mclancholy ray, 

em'd the prologue to ſome merry play, 


% tow'ras the gloomy dome our Hero drew. 


Vil. 
at at the door Tow gave a thund'ring knock, 
de time we may ſuppoſe near two o'clock) 
Il aft,” aps King, „if Tuouso lodges here, 
nonsox,“ cries t'other, © who the devil's he?“ 
ow not,“ KING replies,“ but want to tec 


Wat kind of animal will now appear.” 


VIII. 


1 £ . 
er lome time a little Frenchman came, 
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The other held the thing they cal cee; 


An old ſtrip'd woollen night-cap grac'd his head, 
A tatter'd waiſtcoat o'er one ſhoulder ſpread, 
Scarce half awake, he heav'd a yawning note. 


* ® 
Though thus untimely rous'd, he courteons imil'd, 
And ſoon addreſs'd our Wag in accents mild, 
Dending his head poinely to his kner— 
1 > 


« Pray, Sare, vat vant you, dat you come Jo late: 
beg your pardon, Sare, to make you va:! 


« Pray, tell me, Sare, vat your commands vid me- 


X. 


K 1 A n 
ely thought to know, 


* 


« gir, repiy'd Kix a, I mer 


* 
* 


* As by your houſe I chanc'd to-night to go 
&« But really, I diſturb'd vour fleep, 1 fear 
„ fay, I thought that von perbaps could tell, 
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* 


Awong the folks who in this tireet may m__ 
* It there s a Mr. Tyowsox lodges here? 


XI. 


The Muy ring Frenchman, thu not pleas'd to find 


dhe UUGNGS Of this unimportant kind, 


* 


100 8 to ſuſpeck 'twas nieallt in jeer, 
rug out a ligh, that thus his reſt ſhould break, 


{eng with unalter'd courteſy, he ſpake 
« No, Sars; no Mlonſicur To x so loges here.“ 


III. 
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Wag begs'd par lon, and tow'rus home he ſpec, 
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ES | 
48 ag ain ne made 4 viſit to the place, 
o break once more the poor old Frenchman's reſt. 


XIII. 


Tou knock'd,— but waited longer than before, 

No ſootitep ſeem'd approaching to the door; 

Our Frenchman lay in ſuch a fleep profound 
Tou, with the knocker, thuader'd then again, 
Firm on his poſt determin'd to remain; 

And oft, indeed, he made the door reſound. 


XIV. 

At laſt Tow hears him o'er the paſſage creep, 
Wond'ring what fend again diſturb'd his Jeep; 
The Wag ſalutes him with a civil leer; 

Thus draveling out, to heighten tac ſurprize 

(CY hile the poor Trenchman rubb'd his heavy eyes) 

* 1s there—a Nir. Tuoxson--lodges here?“ 


„ ol} *4 


i. V 2 


The Frenchman ſaulter'd, with a kind of ſright— 


* Vy, Gare, I'm ſure, I tell you, Sare, laſt night 
(And here he labour'd with a ſigh ſincere) 
No Nionfieur To N so in de varld I know, 


No Monſenr Tos so here! toll you ſo; 


Indeed, Sare, dere no Monſieur Toxson loges here.“ 


XVI 


N % "—_ — A * 
Jom mare excuſes tendei' d, off Kino goes, 


And the old Frenchman ſought once more repoſe. 


15 de rogue next night puriu'd his odd career 
2782 ! * > = - © > > cy - 1. 0 
1298 4007 1110 leed he LOL & tho man Came nigh, 
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And then ho utter'd, in a piteous cry, 
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are, pon mi ſoul, no Monſieur Toxso here! 
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XVII. 
Our ſportive Wight his uſual viſit paid, 
And the next night came forth a prattling XTaid, 


Whole tongue, indeed, than any jack went faſter 


Anxious ſhe ſtrove "Tom's errand to enquire; 
He ſaid, © "Twas vain her pretty tongue to tire, 


« He ſhould not ſtir till he had ſcen her Maitcr.” 


XVIII. 


The damſcl then began in doleful itate, 

'The Frenchman's broken ſlumbers to relate, 
And begg'd he'd call at proper time of day 

Tom told her, ſhe muft fetch her Maſter down. 

A chaiſe was ready—le was Jeaving Town, 
But firſt had much of deep concern to lay. 


XIN 


Thus urg'd, ſhe went the ſnoring man to call, 
And long, indeed, was ſhe oblig'd to bawl, 
Ere ſhe could rouſe the torpid lump cf clay. 
At lait he wakes-—he riics—and he ſwears, 
But ſcarcely had he toticr'd down the ſtairs, 
V'hen Tou attacks him in the uſual way. 


" 
Py. 


The Frenchman now percciv'd 'twas all in vain 
To this tormentor mildly to complain, 
And ſtrait in rage began his creſt to rear 
« Sarc, vat the devil make vou treat me {of 
© Sare, I inform vou, Gare, tree nights ago, 
« Got tam, I iwear, no Morſicur 'Fox$0N here. 


XXI. 
True as the night, Toni went, and heard a ſtriſe 


» * 1 . . 1 72 f 
Between the barraſs'd Frer chmaꝝ and his Wile, 
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At length 

ind ſtrait 
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ur Hero, 
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Which ſhould deſcend to chaſe the fiend away; 
At length to join their forces they agree, 
ind ſtrait impetuouſly they turn the key, 
Pepar'd with mutual fury for the tray. 


XXII. 


ur Hero, with the ſirmneſs of a rock, 
ollected to receive the mighty ſhock, 
Utt'ring the old enquiry, calmly ſtood 
% He Of THOMSON rais'd the ſtorm fo high 
ou deem'd it then the ſafeſt plan to fly, 
With—“ Well, I' call when you're in gentler mood.” 


XXIII. 


1 ſhort, our Hero, with the fame intent, 

ul many a night to plague the Frenchman went— 
So fond of miſchief was the wicked wit. 

hey throw out water —for the watch they call, 

t To expecting, ſtill eſcapes from all 
Monſicur at laſt was forc'd his houſe to quit. 


XXIV. 


tappen'd that our wag, about this time, 

Mn ſome fair proſpect fought the Eaſtern clime: 
Sic ling ring years were there his tedious lot; 
length, content, amid his rip'ning ſtore, 
v1 treadz again on Britain's happy ſhore, 
And his long abſence is at once forgot. 


RXV. 
0 London with impatient hope Tou flics, 
ad the ſame night, as former freaks ariſc, 


[8:0 


« My poor old Frenchman, I ſuppoſe, is dead— 


« Egad! I'll knock, and ſee who holds his place.” 


XXVI. 


With rapid ftrckes Tou makes the manſion roar, 
And while he cager eyes the op'ning door, 

Lo! who obeys the knocker's rattling peal? 
Why c'en our little Frenchman, ſtrange to ſay, 
He took his old abode that very day 

Capricious turn of ſportive Fortune's Wheel! 


XXVII. 
Without one thought of the relentleſs foe, 
Who, ſiend-like, haunted liim fix years ago, 
Juft in his former trim he now appears; 
The waiſtcoat and the night-cap ſeem'd the ſame, 
With ruſn-light, as before, he creeping came, 
Aud Tom's deteſted voice aftoniſh'd hears, 


XXVIII. 


As if ſome hideous ſpectre ſtruck his ſight, 
His ſenſes ſeem'd bewilder'd with affright; 
His face, indeed, beſpoke a heart full force— 
Then, ſtarting, he exclaim'd, in rueſul ſtrain, 
« B:gar! here's Monſicur ToNSON come again. 
Away he ran — and nc'cr was keard of more. 


FINIS. 


Tom fai muſt ſtroll, the well-known haunt to trace, 
« Ah! here's the ſcene of frequent mirth, Tom ſaid: 
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eneath the plume that Names with glancing rays 
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De Care's deep encints on tie foul Hapreſs'd; 
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ncath the heimet's keen reivigent blaze 
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Let Grief fit pining in the canker'd breaſt. 


et Love's gay fois, a ſiniling train, appear, 
With PRcauty pierc'd— yet hecdleſs of the dart: 
Thile, cloſely couch'd, pale ſick ning Envy near 


Whets her fell ſting, and points it at the heart, 
lere wrapt in ſtudious thought let Fancy rove, 
Still prompt to mark Suſpicion's fecret mire; 
lo ſce where Anguiſh nips the bloom of Love, 
Or trace proud Grandeur to t!.2 domes of Care.“ 
Oc1rvit's ODE To MrLANc HOT r. 
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H, heav' 
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, deign to 
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@?* the following Sonnets, the yr, ſecond, and 1 
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appeared in Tus Scots MAGAZINE; 
g, long h 
nd long 
ſtill thy 
\nd ſaid'f 


were never before printed. —Though one or two 
them may have little claim to the epithet of elzgiac, 
Author, for the ſake of brevity, has made no diſtin 
in the Title: and he hopes, that by thoſe Readers v 
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know the diſcriminative qualities of a Sonnet, independe ny'd of 
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SONNET I. 


H, heav'n-born Hove! beſt friend of Mis'ry's child, 
Thou gift tranſcendent of the Powers on high! 

deign to viſit one, whoſe heart, deſpoil'd 

f ev'ry joy, on thee would ſtill rely! 


and t# 
-the r 
g, long have I beneath life's ſhades reclin'd. 

nd long by wanton Fox TuNE been decetv'd, 
ſtill thy promis'd ſun- ſhine ſooth'd my mind 
ind ſaid'ft, © To-morrow all will be retriev'd.“ 


two 
giac, 
liſtincti 
ders v 
lepende 
requi 


riv'd of thee! ah, whither ſhall I go? 

ce, fell Drs alk with haggurd eye appears“. 
ſave me, ſave me, but one ſmile beſtow 

o daunt that fiend, and diſſipate my fears. 
let the kind deluſion yet be giv'n, 

{bid my languid ſoul anticipate a heav'n! 


—̃ä g—E—ͤ— — 
SON N ET H. 
TO RESIG NATION. 


BDU'D by Gree, low at thy injur'd ſhrinz, 
) RESIGNATION! let me humbly fall; 
more ſhall I at Fate's decrecs repine, 


ace thy propiticus rand can yiche mae au! 


E 


CT * No t] 
Ine primroſe pale, that blooms beneath the thoru, ” 
No 
Proteaud grows from clemental ſhock; 
ty 1 
*1 = c 
Vine from the cloud-encircl'd hills are torn The 


Ant 
"01 
Oh, t 


Ihe loſcy cedar and the knotted oak.“ 


Ev'n fo would I. ſecure from FTorTuNE's frown, 
In lite's ſequeſter'd vale ummnotic'd dwell; 
The tinſel ſplendour of the world difown, 


Ang ev.ry Iayylots ovit of paſt jon que 4.— 


c5 
lo preſeient Heav'n's all-pot2nt will reſign'd, — 
$11 Coleus ſerene I'll more than pleaſure nnd! N 7 
In 
Now 
- — ——— 


SONNET III. Oh,! 


TO CONTEXTMENT. 


Berxrarn my lowly roof I'll live at eaſe, « Wy 


Unknown to AVARICE or laviſh glee, « £ 
There joyful! ſpend the circling year in peace, | But 
Divine CoxrexraenT! while 1 dwell with theet 8 
in 

On Alpine hills behold the ſun- beat hind, 44 'Th 


Remote from CARE, amid His flock repoſe, 
V'hile picaling dreams of Fancy ſoothe his mind, 
And light-wing d Zephyrus around him blows. 


* Sepus ventis agitutur ingens 

* f . ; 10 
Pinus; et gelſæ graviore caſu 
Decidunt turres; ferriuntque ſummos AA! 


F1 ulg Ard hionteés. Thy 
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No thought ambitious fires his tranquil ſoul, 
No parimoeniaus luſt of wealth is there; 


The gifts of NaTvar all theſe thoughts controul, 


And for celeſtial ſcenes his mind prepare.— 
"Tis mild ConTEXTMENT that becalms his breaſt — 
Oh, then, beneath 4 ſhade with VirTue let me reſt! 


—— —— —— 
SONNET IV. 


WRITTEN AT MIDNIGHT. 


N O more fond mortals tread the paths of care, 
In ſhadowy flumbers ev'ry ſenſe is drown'd; 
Now airy elves fleep-harrowing ſpells prepare, 
And GLoom and SILENCE Walk their awful round, 


Oh, how omnipotent the ſway of Draru! 
Wit! thee, frail Man! he ſports, then ſeals thy doom; 
Now, frolicſome, impedes thy ſilken breath, | 
And now for ever bars thee in the tomb! 


« Write not for ever!” cries a voice from Heaven, 
Such thoughts to thoſe who dare not hope belong, 
But from hy mind let ſuch drear gloom be driv'n, 
© And with eternal life illume thy ſong! 
* In night's dull vale the LivixGg long ſojourn; — 
« 'The ah 5 Dzap have pais'd the gates of endleſs morn!* 


—— I — — 
SONNET V. 


TO PULCHERIA, 
On ! Der ð*ð Ve ic 9.99 ſoon after the deceaſe of her SNer. 


F. JR whom, gay maid! that garland doſt thou weave? 
And whereſore thus in birth-day robes array'd? 

Thy gri-i-worn mother's chamber dolt thou leave, 
Unſcen by her, thy golden hair t) braid?— 


— ——— — ee 
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When with thy wit the domes of mirth reſound, 
Or, light of heart, thou mingleſt in the dance, 
Doth not ELI Zz A's voice thine ear confound ? 

And oft' athwart thy courſe her ſpirit glance? 


Boux 


The fair ELIz A that fo lately glow'd 


The brighteſt gem in Nature's richeſt ſtore, W. . 
Thy once lov'd ſiſter, whoſe bland ſmile no more 5 
Shall gladden weeping Povrnxrv's abode.— Pan 
Fly, O PuLcutria! Flatt'cy's ſullying breath; — a 
Caſt down theſe ſun- ſuine flowers, go meditate on d-atd. MY * 
Nay, KI 
e Muſt i 
SONNET. VI. But what 
80 | Are al] 
"TO GRIEF. No, if the 
Have 1 
O Tuou who lov'ſt to haunt th' abodes of pain, 
On languid Stex Ess' couch the tear to ſhed, 
Or, with Remembrance, cypreſs-bound, complaiu 
Amid the manſions of the ſacred De av; 
Where ſleeps Er1za in the cold, cold clay, 
Oft' times with thee, love-borne, let me repair, Tux le 
What time the white moon ſheds her mournful day, His do! 
And ſullen $1LzNct wanders awful there. Tremblin 
IIis for 
On the green ſod that preſſes hard her breaſt, 
While Memory (by turns our friend and foe) *Mid the 
Recalls her cherub image, let me reſt, He feel 
And mourn the ſhort-liv'd bliſs that lovers know. But lo! ft 
s fool!“ attend for 'tis Ret1c1oN's voice conſeſs d The br. 


„Far ever virtuous ſouls with love celcſtlal glow!“ Of Natur 


SONNET VII. 


TO POVERTY. 


Bovuxp with thy chain, O PoverTyY! how many groan! 
How many thirſt for death's ſweet draught in vain! 
Still, {till with iron rod thou goad'ſt them on, 
Repeating ſtill the ſtroke as they complain! 


Oft' at thy feet, by ſportive FoxTuNE thrown, 
See, rvin'd STATESMEN and earth's Heroes ly, 

Nay, KixG's themſelves, whoſe power earth's Heroes own, 
Muſt ſometimes with thy ſtern decree comply.,—- 


But what art Tuo if VirTue leads the way! 
Are all who bear thy burden flaves to thee?— 

No, if their boſoms with Her heav'nly ray 
Have ſtill been *lumin'd, they alone are free. 


CO —— CO 
SONNET VIE 


TO DR. BEATTIE. 


Tu lonely traveller, at midnight hour 
His doubtful journey deſtin'd to purſue, 
Trembling with dread, prays ſome ſupernal power 
His forlorn ſtate compaſſionate to view. 


Mid the rank graſs all wet with deadly dew 
He feebly creeps, bereft the hope of day,— 
But lo! from behind th' orient mountains blus 
The bright moon darts; and by her mild diſplay 
Of Nature, glads the weary mortal on his wav. 
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So by thy light, O Brarrir! do we tread OLLE 
The hill of MonaL Science; —once to youth 

Barren and wild, but now with roſes ſpread.— 

N For this high benefaction, what the worthy meed? 

WW | For this thy fame ſhall reſt immutable as "Ce vr, 
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. SONNET. I. 
ON TIME, 


Mark yonder veſſel with expanded ſail, 
And gilded pennons ſtreaming in the wind, ” 
- How rapidly, driv'n by the proſp'rous gale, 


J Woods, groves, and mountains does ſhe leave behind! 
| But mark again. A fated rock is near; An 
N The careleſs Pilot ſlunibers at the helm; — 9 
1 Yet a few moments, and the ſurges drear * His 
by Of death the wand'ring veſſel ſhall o'erwhelm, 1 
F ; Awake, O Reaper! and thy life prolong;— 
1 Thou art no cool ſpectator on the ſhore, 
; } "thou art the P1LoT;—and thy bark along 5 
5 The tide of life may urge its courſe no more! 
5 
14 Why then, Oh why, doſt lumber time away, 
9 ö Unmindful of the rocks that round thee riſc? 
4 Awake, for lo! the bliſsful light of day 
i pn From coming tempeſts quickly, quickly flies! 
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III. 
Vet not a truſtier lad was known, 
To climb the promontory's brow g 
Nor yet a tenderer heart e'er beat, 
Beſide the brook 1: 


IV. 


Or ſcorching ſummer's ſultry ray, 


V. 


Lor ah! the varying ſcaſons had 
To every nary form'd ls fame; 
The 0 ME] ins tender feeling heart, 
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Is oft, 
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vas leen to Weep- 
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ſtern winter's drifting ſnowy 
Its lie {leet, or froſt t vere; 


' 5 
Ne er forced 2 murmur, or a tcar. 
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VI. 


But whither ſaall the orphan fly 

To meet protection's foſtering power? 
Oppreſſion waits the ſuture day, 

When miſery marks the natal hour. 


VII. 
An orphan lad poor Lubin was, 
No friend, no relative had he ! 
His happicft hour was daſh'd with wo, 
His mildeſt treatment—tyranny. 


VIII. 
It chanc'd that o'er the boundleſe heath 


One winter's day his flocks had fpread ; 


By hunger urg'd to ſeek the blade, 


cy 
CT 


That lurk'd beneath its lnowy bed. 


IX. 
And hous'd at eve, his fleecy charge, 


He, ſorrowing, mifs'd a favourite lamb, 


That ſhunn'd the long perſiſting ſearch, 
Nor anſwer'd to its bleeting dam. 


Ko 
With heavy heart he ſhap'd his way, 
And told io true, fo fad a tale, 
Thar almoft picrc'd the marble breaft 


* 


Of ruthleſs Rufus of che vale. 
XI. 
Poor Lubin own'd his flocks had ſtray'd, 
Own'd he had ſuſſer'd them to go; 
Les he had lcarn'd to pity them, 
Fer cſten he had hunger'd todo: 
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XII. 
An had he to their pinching wants, 
A - I 24243? } ieh! Joon 1 1 N 1 » N 0 
ihe unnpp dneighd ring bounds Ceny'd ; 
They fure had dropp'd ſurely 
ey HUTE had dropp das urely too, 
Ihe pitying ſnepherd boy had died, 


XIII. 
Then die —th' unfecling maſter ſaid, 
And ſpurn'd him from his. clofing door; 
Which, till he found his favourite lamb, 
He vow d ſhouid ne'er admit hum more, 


XIV. 
Dark was the night, and o'er the waſte 
The hiſtling winds did ficreely blow, 
And *gainft his poor unſhelter'd head, 
With arrowy keennels came the {now : 


XV. 
The ſmall thick ſnow, that Nurus drives 
In freezing fury o'er the plain, 
And with untparing vengeance, ſcores 
The callous face of hardicſi ſwain. 


XVI. 
Yet thus he left his maſter's houſe, 
And ſhap'd his fad uncertain way; 
2 man unnotic'd and forſook, 
And follow'd but by truſty Tray 


XVII. 
Poor truſty Tray! a faithſul dog; 
Lubin and he were young toptether:. 


Sri would they grace each other's fide, 


VV bate wr the time, whiter the Weather. 
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XVIII. 

Unlike to worldly friends were they, 
Who ſcparate in fortune's bla 
They ſtill were near when fair the fly, 

But nearer ſtill when overcal, 


XIX. 
When Lubin's random ſtep involv'd 
His body *neaih the drifted ſnow, 
Tray help'd him forth; and when 1 ray fell, 
Poor Lubin dragg'd him from below, 


XX. 
Thus, midſt the horrors of the night, 
Tacey entcr'd on the houteleſs heath ; 
Above their heads no comfort broke, 
Nor round avout, nor underncath, 


gs 
to little cheering ſtar ON faw, 
To light them on their drear y way, 


Nor yet the diſtant t uinkling! biaze 
Of cottage induſtry law they. 


XIII. 
Nay, e' en that moſt offictous guide 
Of thoie who roam L thoie who mope ; 
Retiring Will o' th* Wiſp, refus'd 
To trim the lamp of treach'rcus hope. 


XXIII. 
Nor pariſh bell was heard to ſtrike, 
The hour o tardy ge ited night; 
No noiſc- but winds and ſcreams of thoſe 
W-omen'd birds that ſhun the light. 
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XXIV. 
Berumb'd at length his ſtiff'ning joints, 
His tongue to Tray cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak; 
His tcars congeal'd to icicles— 


Is hair hung clatt'ring ' gainſt his check. 


XXV. 
As thus he felt his falt'ring limbs 
Give omen of approaching death, 
Aurora from her eaſtern hill 


Ruſa'd forth, and ſtaid his flecting breath, 


XXVI. 
And ſhew'd to his ! imperfect ſight 
The harmleſs cauſe of all his wo! 
Hits little lambkin, cold and Riff ! 
Stretch'd on its bed of gliſt'ning ſnow! 


XXVII. 
{lis heart's beſt chord was yet in tune, 
Ininapp'd by cold ſeverity ; 


Tovel'd was that ckord-—his dim eye beam'd, 


Suſſuſed ſenſibility. 


XXVIII. 
«Tis juſt ! he ſaid, that where thou lieſt, 
„The careleſs ſhepherd boy ſhou'd lie; 


& Thou died'ſt, poor fool! for want of ſood! 


„J fall, for ſuffering thee to die. 


XXIX. 
« But oh, my maſter!“ —hroken—ſhart— 
Was every half-word now he ſpoke 
« Severe has been, thy conſtant will, 
„And galling fre thy hcavy yoke, 
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XXX. 
ee But vet “in all my beſt, have IT 
« Without a' plaint my hardſhips bore ; 
te Rufus !——may all my pangs be paſl— 
& Maitcr — my ſuſſerings are no more 


XXXI. 
« A warmer couch haſt thou to prets, 
“% Secure from cramping froſts thy fegt; 
& And could'ſt thou boaſt fo free a breatt, 
«Thou yet might'ſt die a death as ſwcet. 


XXXII. 
1c My truſty dog-that wiſtiul look 
6s ali that makes my poor heart hcave ; 


& But hie thee home, —proclaim me dead, 
Forget to tiunk—and ceaſe to gricve 0» 


XX XII, 
So ſaying, ſhrunk the hapleſs youth, 
Beneath the chilling gras p * death; 


And, cl; aſpit $324 poor Tr ay 5 mage Y necks 
Sigh'd gently forth his parting breach! 


XXXIV. 
IIis faithful, fond, ſ:gactous dog, 
lung watckiul o'er his maiter's clav 2 
And manv a moan the old fo made 
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And many a thing he ſtrove to ſay. 


XXXV. 
He paw'd him with his hard-worn foot, 


He lick'd him with his ſcarce warm tongue | 


His cold noſe ſtrove to catch his Nad 


As to lus clos?'d | Ups elCſe it clung 
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XXXVI. 
But not a ſign of lurking life, 
Thro' all luis frame he found to creep 
Ile knew not what it was to d ie, 
But knew his maſter did not ſleep. 


XXXVII. 
For ſtill had he his flumbers watch'd, 
I} nag maav a long and diſmal night; 
And rous'd | tim f. om his pallet hard, 
To meet his toil e'er morning light. 


XXXVIII. 
And well his brain remember'd yet, 
He never paticr'd tow'ras his bed; 
Or lodg'd his long face on his cheek, 


O 


But ſtraighit he flirr'd, or rais'd his head. 


» $.%.4þ. 
Yes, be remember'd and with tears, 
His loving maſter's kind replies; 
4 7 


When dumbly he contriv'd to ſay, 
« The cock has crew'd, my maſter rife !' 


— — — — 


XL.. 
But now the paw, the ſcratch, the whine, 
To howimgs chang” d, along can tell 
3 he ſuff'rings of initinctive love, 
When abs prov'd its {imple ſpell, 


XL1, 
Great grief aſſail'd his untaught heart, 
And quickly lad its victim low ! 
His maſter's cheek, his pilow cold, 
Their common bed the colder fiow 5 
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Now, though a Frercbman French with caſe can jabber, 
And, doubtleſs, thinks all other ears are hung 

I. ike thoſe he left at home, yet a Dutch Exvabter 

Is apt enough no other ſpecen to know, 

han that which firſt he l:arn'd from Mester Froæv.“ 
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Ox CE on a tine, a littl: French Marquis 

For travel felt a mighty inclination : 
To ſhew himſeh, and foreign parts to ſee, 

He undertook a bold peregrination, 
At Dieppe he found a ſloop juſt under weigh, 

By Dutchinen mann'd, and bound or Amfterdam; 
Wind and tide ſerving, off he ſail'd away, 

And, ſoon ſea ſick, beyond fineſſe or ſham, 
Cloſe in the cabin he preferr'd to neſtle. 

There, faint and languid, for a ſpace he doz'd, 
Till, from th' increas'd commotion in the veſſel, 

'That land might be in fight he well ſuppos'd: 
So to the deck he climb'd with empty maw, 
And, ſure enovgh, Dutch Terra Firma ſaw. 
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While in the cabin ſick and ſad he lay, 

Though a true Frenchman, he nc'er dreamt of talking, 
But, when on deck, his ſpirits grew more gay, 

And his blood *gan to circulate with walking, 
He recollected that he had a tongue. 


Now, though a Frenchman French with cafe can jabber, 


And, doubtleſs, thinks all other ears are hung 

Like thofe he left at home, yet a Dutch Sruabber 
Is apt enough no other ſpeech to know, 
Than that which firſt he learn'd from Mother Frew. 


III. 

Such was the caſe of all the trunk-hos'd Crew, 

The Marquis, ſtruck with wonder and delight, 
Enraptur'd gaz'd on objects all ſo new. 

At length a ſumptuous Palace caught his fight; 
Which, proudly riſing from the water's ide, 

Shew'd its new-painted front with flow'rets gay; 
While trim reſponſive gardens ſpreading wide, 

Diſplay'd Dutch taſte in regular array. 
Anxious to know who own'd the pleaſing ſcene, 

Ihe Marquis, bowing, with a grinning face, 
Demanded of a Far, in French I ween, 

« To whom belong'd that moſt enchanting place?“ 
The Tar, who knew as much of French as Greek, 

Ey'd him at firſt with ſomething like diſdain; 
Then, as he ſhifted round his quid to ſpeak, 

With growling voice cry'd © II lau niet verſtaan“. 
„Oh! ho!” reply'd the Marquis, “does it ſo! 

« to Monſieur Kauiferſtane! lucky man! 
Ihe palace, to be ſure, lies rather low; 

“% Put, chen, the ſize and grandeur of the plan! 
« I never ſaw a Chateau on the Seine, 
Equal to this of Is: ſeerr Kaniferflone,” 


This means, „I do not underſtand you.“ 
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White chus he ſpoke, the Sailor's anchor cait. 
As the Marquis deſcended on the Quay, 
tic ſaw a charming Frow that chanc'd to pats, 
In livelieſt bloom of youth and beauty gay, 
Be deck'd with all the Amſterdam parade 
Of gold and filver, pearls and jewels rare. 
On the Marquis ſhe much impreſſion made: 
His tinder breaſt ſoon own'd a pleaſing flame; 
Stopping a paſtenger, he, bowing, ſaid, 
« Monſieur, pray tell me who's that lovely dame?“ 
The civil Dutchman bow'd to him again, 
gently anſwer'd, © Ik lant niet verſiaan.” 


V. 


nferur Kanzferffane's Wife!“ the Marquis cry d, 
« He who hes got yon gay and ſumptuous Houſe ! 

« Well! that ſome men have luck can't be deny'd; 
« What! ſuch an Edifice and ſuch a Spouſe? . 

« Ma foi! I think, I never ſhould complain, 


Had 1 the lot of Mov ſieur Kanferflane,” 
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VI. 
As, on the morrow, through the ſtreets he paſs d, 
Gazing on all the pretty fights about, 
On a large open Hall his ſight he caſt, 
Where buſthng crowds were going in and out. 
Joining the throng, he entrance ſoon obtain'd, 
And found the people much engag'd to fee 
The numbers which the Blanks and Prizes gain'd 
In their High Mightineſſes Lottery. 


Some laugh'd, ſome wept, ſome groan'd, and ſome exclaim d 


In all the ſpirit of true caſtle-huilders, 
When, on a ſudden, a loud voice proclaim'd 
The ſfov'reign Prize of Twenty Thouſand Guildersl 
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And who,” the Marquis cry'd to one cloſe by, 
« Who has the luck this mighty Prize to gain? 
The man ſurvey'd him with a doubtful eye, 


And Towly anſwer'd, © II han nici verſtaan. 
* What! Mon ſieur Kaniferſlene got the Prize!“ 
The Marquis cry'd, “ he's lucky, on my life; 


— 


„Ile who has got a flonſe of ſuch a ſize, 
« And ſuch a Garden, too, and ſuch a Wife? 


Dial l-] you may very well be vain } 
+ With all theſe treaſures, Monſieur Kaniferffane !”? I 
VII. 


A week or two elaps'd, when, as he ſtray'd, | 
On novelty intent, he chanc'd to meet, 


' 
Adorn'd with ſolemn pomp and grave parade, 
A ſumptucus Burial coming up the ſtreet. | 
d, * Monſicur,” ſaid he, as bowing to a Baker, | 
Who left his ſnop the pageantry to fee, - 
And juſt had nodded to the Undertaker, | 
* . . 0 
« Pray Monheur, whole grand burial may this be?“ | 
The Baker, as he turn'd to ſhop again, | 
, » Cc - . K 20 1 
Reply'd molt gravely, © II Lan nict verflaan. | | 
VIII. 


Mon Dieu!” exclaim'd the Marquis,“ What a pity! 
« Monſieur Kanif-r/tane ! What ſurprize! 

* He had the nobleſt Palace in this City! 
« And ſuch a Wife! and ſuch a glorious Prize! 

* Alack! alack! good fortune finiles in vain; 

« So reſt in peace, good Monſeur Kaniferflane,” 
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THE MODERN BEAU. 
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Mr daddy is dead and has leſt me ſome money, 
I'll dreſs very fine and look very funny, 
I'll buy a fine coach with fine horſes to carry me, 
Who knows then Þut ſome young lady will marry me. 
With my puff em, ſtrut em, ſtride em, 
Walk em, run em, ride em, tol, &c, 


H. 


With my ſhort coat to ride and my brecches of leather, 
I look like a cockney new cut out of feather, 
Then IT mount on my pad that ſo ſwiftly dots carry me, 
And I nod as II paſs to my lord and Sir Harry. 

With my puff em, &c. 


III. 


I'll put on fine cloths, and go to the ball, Sic, 
Then pull out my glaſs and ſquint at them all, Sir; 
To be blind is the faſhion, fo I'll be blind too, Sir, 


And if you peep at me, why then I'll ſquint at you, Sir, 


With my puff em, &c. 
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IV. 


A; I frut round the room, I ſtare in their faces, 
Then pull down my ruffles all cover'd with laces; 
Ihe ladies all giggle while their hearts are a thumping, 
What a ſweet fellow's that?—oh, its young Squire Lumpkin, 
With his puff em, &c. 
V. 
1 walk out af the room, and ſometimes ! ſtay in it, 
As us great folks can't make up our minds in a minute; 
We ſit down to cards and play at bon-ſwaber, 


We hand round the wine and drink haber-naber, 
With our puff em, &c. 
VI. 
We ſet round the wine till we're as drunk as buffers, 
Then we knock down the candle, table, and ſnuffers; 
The waiter comes in, we put him in the fire, 
And then ſtumble home all cover'd with mire. 


With our puff em, ſtrut em, ſtride em, 
Walk em, run em, rid em, tol, &c. 


- — — ö — 
THE DESPONDING NEGRO. 


— — — 
A. 8 ON G. 


I. 


On Afric's wild plains, when the lion loud roaring, 

With freedom ftalks forth the vaſt deſart exploring: 

I was dragg'd from my hut, and chain'd as a ſlave, 

In a dark floating dungeon, upon the ſalt wave. 
Spare a halfpenny, to a poor negro, 
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Toſs'd on the rutle main, I wildly deſpair ing. 
Burſt my bands, ruſh'd on deck, my eyes widely glaring. 
When the lightning's rude blaſt ſtruck the inlets of day, 
Aud glory's bright beams ſhut for ever away, 

Spare a halſpenny, &c. 


III. 


Thoſe deſpoilers of men, their praſpæct thus looſing 
Of gain by my ſale, (not a blind bargain chooſing,) 
As my value compared with my keeping was light. 


Flad me daſh'd over-board, in the dead of the night. 
IV. 

And but for a bark to Britannia's coaſt bound, 

All my cares by that plunge in the deep had been drown's, 

But by moon-l:ght defcry'd, I was ſnatch'd from the wave, 

And cluctantly robb'd of a wat'ry grave. 


V. 


How diſaſtrous is my fate, freedom's land tho" I tread nov, 
Torn from home, wife, and children, and begging ior 


bread now; 
While ſeas roll between us that ne'er can be croſs'd, 
And hop-'s diſtant glimm'ring ſor ever 1: loſt. 


VI. 


But of minds foul and fair, when the judge and ponderer, 
Shall beſtow light and life to the blind and the wander:-r, 
The Europecan's deep dye may out-rival the ſloe, 

And the ſoul of an Ethiope be white as the ſnow. 
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